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The Crystalline Tides Wrath 


by Daughter2Artemis 


Summary 


Urbina was a beautiful place with a people from an earlier time, a simpler time, well outside 
the reach of the modern world. They were devout people of the sea who loved their 
Goddess, and whose Goddess loved them in return. For centuries the Urbinie people lived 
in peace...until war found their shores and the last of their people, the one who would have 
led them into a new era, was orphaned and left all alone. Tallulah Aalto, the last of the 
Urbinie people was brought from her island far from the modern world to the shores of the 
United States, where she found a new family, a family of witches, and her path was forever 
changed. Or was this modern world of witches where she was always meant to be? 


Notes 


This is going to be one of the slowest slow burns I think I've ever written. It will eventually 
be Tally/Sarah, but there is a long ways till that happens. I hope that you'll enjoy the ride 
until we get to that point as writing this new version of Tally's history has been very VERY 
fun. 


I wrote this originally as part of the Talder Summer Solstice Fic Exchange (2022) for 
buenaspalabras who had asked for "Tally is a young witch and the only survivor of a 
Camarilla attack on her village. Sarah Alder is the one who finds her in between the ruins." 
And this monstrous slow burn Talder fic was born. 


See the end of the work for more notes 


Prelude 


Title: The Crystalline Tides Wrath 

Author: Daughter2Artemis 

Plot: Urbina was a beautiful place with a people from an earlier time, a simpler time, well outside 
the reach of the modern world. They were devot people of the sea who loved their Goddess, and 
whose Goddess loved them in return. For centuries the Urbinie people lived in peace...until war 
found their shores and the last of their people, the one who would have led them into a new era, 
was orphaned and left all alone. Tallulah Aalto, the last of the Urbinie people was brought from 
her island far from the modern world to the shores of the United States, where she found a new 
family, a family of witches, and her path was forever changed. Or was this modern world of 
witches where she was always meant to be? 


Prelude 


Urbina was a beautiful place well outside the reach of the modern world. The people were from an 
earlier time, a simpler time. They were people of the sea. Legends spoke of how the Goddess 
herself had cried tears of sadness for all that had become of the beautiful world she had created at 
the greed of men. The Goddess’ tears fell deep into the ocean depths and from the oceanic floor 
rose up a single plot of land, large and lush, like from the beginning times. Times where the hatred 
and greed of man had not destroyed all the beauty that the Goddess had created with love and 
adoration. The Goddess cried and mourned what had become of her beautiful resplendent world as 
man, her father and siblings favored creations, had become gluttonous. They took more than they 
needed and killed and destroyed without care for the lesser. For the creatures that the Goddess had 
molded with her own two hands and breathed life into. 


But here, on Urbina, the island sprung from the sea from the Goddess’ grief, and she swore there 
would not be such sins. On this island in the center of the sea far from the dastardly reaches of 
greed and hatred was born a new people, a kind and powerful people, people blessed by the 
Goddess herself and molded in the image she saw as proper. These people would be hers and she 
would be theirs. She taught them her Songs and teachings and offered them her everlasting 
blessings. These people blessed by the Goddess were called the Urbinie. 


The Urbinie lived and died by what the Goddess bestowed upon them. They were a peaceful, 
pacifist people. They only killed game twice a year as an offering to the Goddess herself. The 
Urbinie were not greedy, they did not hunt as a sport. They did not burn down forests and raze the 
ground of others. They were soft spoken and gentle handed. They tended and farmed the land and 
fished the lakes and streams of their island. They did not leave the safety of their island. Though 
some had tried and they all eventually returned, always with a haunted look in their eyes from what 
they had found beyond the reaches of their blessed island. 


In the centuries since their island had sprung from the floor in the Goddess’ grief the world had 
continued to change and morph and become something dark. The old ways of piety to the hall of 
Gods and Goddesses were lost and nearly forgotten, in favor of a singular God. As her siblings 
faithful ebbed in their offerings and belief, they lost the core of their powers. But this was not the 


Goddess’s fate. The Urbinie people did not forget. They did not stop worshiping and putting up 
offerings and following her teachings. The world around them, the world of The Others, had 
slipped into war and famine and disease, and had seen what should have been the end of times over 
and over again, but not on Urbina. 


Urbina’s lush trees and bountiful harvests kept the Urbinie people fed. Disease did not darken their 
doors or take their children in the midst of the night. Storms came, as they always did, and the trees 
were uprooted and fires ravaged the dry forest floors, and the mountain shook with it’s molten lava, 
but always the Goddess provided. Shelter and safety was given to the Urbinie. They prayed and 
they sang songs that the Goddess herself had sung to the first Urbinie people centuries ago, 
teaching them how to harvest the powers of the world around them. Not for ill, but for good. Each 
of the songs was passed down from generation to generation of women, the matriarchs of each 
family charged with teaching the young. 


Just like with storms, there were new trees to be planted and from the ashes of the burned ones new 
life sprouted. 


Life on Urbina was good. 


Until one day a group of young Urbinie were plagued by an itch to go beyond the reefs and see 
what the rest of the world had done to itself outside of the Goddess’ watchful, and kind, eye. They 
were gone for years. Just as the explorers of their people had left their home to see if what lay on 
the other side was better, they too left to see what awaited them out in the ‘modern world’. But 
when the sons and daughters of the Urbinie came home to their blessed island, they did not come 
alone. They brought with them a darkness that infected the very soil of their sacred lands and ate 
away at all that was good. All that had been safe and untouched by the wrath of The Others, was 
infected and lost. 


For the first time in centuries, since the Urbina island sprung from the ocean floor at the Goddess’ 
behest, war had found the Urbinie people. 


The screams around the village were loud and growing closer. The sounds of pain and death 
echoed in the valley all around them, it was closing in. There was only so much time before the 
Others would reach their home, like they had the homes of all the other Urbinje, how they had 
ravaged and destroyed the hill too villages and the western tribe. They had found their village. 
Butthere was much to be done. So much left to be taught, and there was so little time! 


May frowned as she looked to her trembling daughter, her only daughter, who sat huddled in the 
corner of their home, a home that May and her mothers and grandmothers had all lived in for the 
last several centuries. May Aalto, the current chieftess of her people did not know what to do. 
Unlike the family before her, unlike the mothers and grandmothers and aunts and great-great-great 
grandmothers before her, she did not know how to lead her people. Not against an enemy so dark 
and dastardly that they came with nefarious harmful intentions to pillage and raze all the Urbinie 
had built for no other reason than they could. 


No other chieftess had ever been faced with the difficult choice that May had to make at this 
moment. Her family had led for centuries as it was May’s ancestor who had been taught the songs 
of the Goddess all those centuries ago. May’s only daughter, Tallulah, sat huddled in the corner of 
their home, clutching tightly to the doll that May had given her for her birthday just last year, one 
hand pressed tight against her ears as she tried to hide from the screams echoing in through their 
home. Her soft gentle whispering to her doll, promises of safety and health and that all would be 
well made May want to cry. Even in such frightful times Tallulah was kind and gentle and exuded 


the type of calm and reassurance that May—as an adult—currently lacked. 


“Mama will keep us safe.” Tallulah promised her doll as she stroked its head and hid her face 
against it. Flinching with the cries that echoed through the walls of their home. 


The faith her daughter held in her filled May with conviction and strength. All of which she had 
lacked. 


Tallulah was only five. 


Today the village had been preparing to celebrate Tallulah’s birthday, which fell on the lunar 
goddess’ day. The Lunar Goddess’ day was when the moon was at its largest, bright and beautiful 
and shimmering blue before shading itself to a deep red as it was then eclipsed. It was similar to the 
astronomical phenomenon that took place on the day of Tally’s birth. That had been a super blue 
blood moon. Only once in a few centuries did the super blue blood moon land on the Lunar 
Goddess’ day. 


The Lunar Goddess’ day was celebrated every five years, when the moon was closest to the earth 
and pulled the tides high and cast the seas in a beautiful ethereal glow. It had been a long 306 years 
since the Lunar Goddess’ day had fallen on a super blue blood moon, and that had been five years 
ago, the night that Tallulah came whimpering and crying into this world. There had only been one 
other Urbinie born on such a day. Almost a millennium ago. That is until Tallulah, who was born at 
the height of the night of the super blue blood moon and blessed by the Goddess herself. 


Tallulah, was the chosen, the first to be blessed by the Goddess herself in a millennium. Everyone 
on Urbina knew this and so all the tribes of the Urbinie had planned to come together to celebrate 
Tally’s fifth birthday, when the moon would be high in the sky, a partial part of the astrological 
phenomenon that had been seen on the day of Tally’s birth, as today it was a blue moon. The whole 
village was vibrating with excitement, hoping, praying, that the Goddess would make herself 
known for the first time in over 600 years, to one of their people. To Tallulah Aalto. 


Their excitement was palatable. That is, until The Others arrived on their shores. 


It had been a long three days of hiding and trying to slow the progress of The Others from reaching 
the heart of the island where the largest of their villages had been built. Three days of death and 
unanswered prayers. What were they to do? How were they to fight back against these...these... 
monsters...when all they had been taught throughout the centuries was how to mend, heal, and 
respect life. The songs the Goddess had given them were not meant to be used against others. They 
were meant to benefit the Urbinie but never to hurt or injure anyone. They used their songs to flood 
the lands and slow The Others, they grew the tree limbs from the earth and built wooden walls that 
were chopped and burned. They called on the rains from the sky and the waters of the rivers. They 
called on the animals of the land to aid them, to stampede. They did what they could with all they 
had been taught and the rules they would not break. 


And now they had been defeated. The Others had made it to the center village. They would ravage 
the rest of the land and take and pillage as they already had. They would tear flesh and make 
people bleed with their weapons and cause pain. Pain and fear that was as suffocating as the fires 
that raged and burned their homes to the ground. 


May could not let this be the end of her daughter’s story. She could not let the Urbinie end with 
them. 


There was so much more that May wanted to teach Tallulah, so much more she wanted to be there 
to see her daughter experience. Her Tallulah, her Tally Wally, her shimmering red dew drop, was 


far too young to be stolen away from this world before she had a chance to truly live in it. The 
Goddess would not have blessed May with a child after so long without for this to be her daughter’s 
end. The Goddess was not cruel like The Others. The Goddess had always been kind. But even she 
could not protect the Urbinie when their own people had led the Others to their shores. 


The screams were getting louder. The loud pops of thunder getting even closer. The heat from the 
flames of burning homes was growing nearer. 


There was no time. 
No time. 


May had not yet passed on their family's traditions to her daughter. But time was of the essence and 
the screams were only getting louder. The fires set by the intruders to their island cut through the 
wooden structures of their home like dry brush lit by lightning in the warm season. The winds from 
the ocean that often cooled the Urbinie people spread the fire from structure to structure. The 
embers even lighting the brush across the streams and spreading to the Western village. 


But it was not merely the fires that cut through the Urbinie people with an unspoken ravagement. It 
was The Others. People from the modern world that had followed their young home. They moved 
with practiced stealthy ease. Their weapons were loud and shot metal balls great distances that tore 
through flesh. 


Those weapons were loud and their pops sounded closer and closer. It would not be long now. 


May sucked in a breath meant to fortify her for all she would need to do, for all that she was sure 
now that she would lose. 


It was time. 


“Tally, my darling Tally.” May kneeled in front of her frightened child and pulled her tight into her 
arms. 


“Mama...” Tally whimpered as she clutched tightly at her mother’s shirt, sniffling as she pressed 
her ear against May’s chest and heard the echo of her heartbeat. 


May kissed Tally’s forehead and tried to squeeze away her fears and tears. “Listen to me my 
precious one. Listen...” May whispered directly into Tally’s ear. “Listen and remember, as if 
already known, all the beauty of our world.” May’s voice hummed as she held Tally tight against 
her chest and sang a wordless song. The sounds of chaos and agony and the death of all Urbina had 
been, was drowned out by the sound of her song. 


A song beyond time that held within it’s song the rich vibrant history of all that had come before 
May and before Tally. Tally’s pupils dilated as she saw the passing of time as if it were done upon 
a sound wave she could see play out before her. The glimmers of images playing in the air 
molecules before her. Beautiful and expansive, reaching centuries and more back in time till the 
soundwaves themselves floated around the most beautiful ethereal light. Light that slowly 
enveloped Tally’s eyesight till all she saw was blinding white nothingness and heard the soft soft 
promise of safety and eternal love. 


When Tally’s eyes closed and her breathing evened, May placed one last lingering kiss to her 
daughter’s brow, hid her in the sturdiest portion of their home, placed the doll she’d given Tally for 
her fourth birthday, and she stood. With one last look at her daughter over her shoulder, and a silent 
plea to the Goddess to protect her Tallulah, May stepped out from her home. 


It was time. 

Time to break tradition. 

To turn the page in what it meant to be of Urbina. 

If her life had to be forfeit for this unintentional song and it’s deadly harmonies, then so be it. 


With the fortitude of all the Aalto’s before her, with the strength and confidence she did not feel 
but was imbued with from Tally’s words of endless faith, May squared her shoulders and began to 
sing a song never meant to be sung. 


As May Aalto stepped from her home and sang, the world around her began to morph and change 
to her will. The waters from the rivers rushed and drowned, the rains from the skies hardened and 
fell like anvils to crush, as the roots of the trees snaked like cobras and suffocated, as the ocean 


thrashed and smashed at her bidding. 


May Aalto, Chieftess of Urbina, met The Others with the Wrath of the Crystalline Tides. 


End Prelude 


Chapter 2 


Chapter Summary 


This chapter is written in the perspective of a five year old Tally Craven. 


Chapter Notes 


Thanks for all of the interest in this story! I am glad that the idea of a slow burn hasn't 
turned people away. ;-D 


I hope you'll enjoy this next chapter. I broke it up, otherwise it would have been 70 
pages. 


You will note in this chapter that there are not spaces between names, example: 
PetraBellweather and WillaCollar, this is intentional. It is how Tally would say them, 
as if they were one word rather than a first and last name. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Chapter 1 


It was dark. 


Tally was sure it should have been light out. The sun had been shining when her Mama held her 
tight and kept her safe from the Others. 


As Tally thought back to what had happened, all she could really remember from before was a 
brilliant white nothingness and the tight grip of her mother’s arms, and the faint recollection of a 
song that thrummed in her very blood, that warmed her heart and soul and made her think she was 
safe. But if she was safe, why was it so hard to breathe? 


“Mama?” Tally coughed, her throat felt dry like she’d run through the woods during the warm 
season and the sun had left her hot and thirsty. 


The air was thick and hot. It burned . 


Tally whined as she rubbed at her eyes and tried to see something other than nothingness. But there 
was something on her eyes, something kind of warm, hot even to the touch and prickly. It almost 
felt like the pollen seeds from the meadow during spring. If she pinched them between her fingers 
they’d burst into color and make her sneeze. But whatever was on her eyes was not pollen and it 
didn’t make her sneeze, it made her cough. 


The air was so hot, like the sun had decided it didn’t want to meet the sea at night and stayed out 
too long and now everything was too hot, even the air. Especially the air. 


“Mama!” Tally groaned as she felt something pressing down around her stomach, holding her to 
the floor. 


Tally’s eyes were covered and she couldn’t see but she could feel and smell and oh. Yuck. The air 
smelled like burning wood during the bonfires. But worse it smelled like when the hunters tossed 
the heart of their kill on the flames and the bloody organ charred and crisped up as the flames ate it 
whole. It was a sacrifice for the Goddess for a good hunt, but Tally always had to turn away and 
cover her nose. 


Tally hated that smell! It always made her nauseous. Blood made her feel faint. Tally never ate the 
meat from the animals killed during the hunt. She stuck with her fruit, vegetables, nuts, and fish. 
The others tried to get her to eat the meat from their hunts but she would not budge. She was 
stubborn that way and had her mind set, and once it was set she was as strong and immovable as 
the mountains. 


Her mother and the old ladies of the village always said she would never make a good hunter. But 
she was a good fisher, the elders always spoke of how the fish practically jumped into her nets 
rather than swim away. And there were just as many yummy fish as there were meats and Tally 
loved them all. 


“Mama!” Tally yelled. She wasn’t supposed to yell, but she was scared and it was hot. Too hot and 
she was trapped under something heavy and she couldn’t see and it was getting harder to breathe. 
“Mama where are you!?” 


“Hello?” 
What...Tally stopped moving. What...was that someone’s voice? 


“Mama?” Tally called out as she strained her ears to hear. Had her mother found her? Had she 
come to get her out of this hot and heavy place? 


“Over here!” 


What was that language? 
Who was that speaking? 


“T’ve got a survivor!” 


A survivor? 
What was that? 


“Where?” 
Oh no...was it the Others? 
“Here! In this structure.” 


Was it the men with the exploding metal weapons? The ones that came from the lands far away 
from her beloved island and hurt her friends and burned her home? 


“Careful, Bellweather, it looks unstable.” 


“Mama?” Tally asked the too hot air around her, coughing as she sucked in the nasty smelling air. 
“It’s a child, General.” 
“All the more reason to be careful. Here...Marjorie, Fiona, take the east side of the building.” 


They didn’t sound like bad men. They sounded like women. Like her Mama and the elderly women 
from the village. They didn’t sound like scary evil Others. 


“Tt’s still on fire. We’re going to need a healer.” 


“Yes, General.” Tally heard rustling and the creak and groan of wood being moved. “Willa!” 
There was silence for a moment, “Collar, Collar over here!” 


Tally groaned as she tried to touch whatever it was that had her legs trapped. It was heavy and 
uncomfortable and she wanted to move! She held her doll tight to her neck as she tried to sit up and 
push whatever it was on her legs off of her. She needed to get out of here. It was too hot and the air 
was too heavy. She needed to go. She needed to find her mom and wash away whatever was on her 
eyes so she could see. 


Tally screamed as her hands touched the heavy thing on her legs. It was on fire! Her hands burned 
and her skin wrinkled under the heat as she snatched her hands away. 


“MAMA!” Tally screamed. 


The ground beneath Tally shook like the mountains did during the wet season and boulders 
rumbled down the ledges after a storm. It shook and shook and the sounds got loud and louder. 


“Stop, child, stop!” 


But how could Tally stop ? Tally didn’t even know what the person was saying. She didn’t know 
what she was being told to do. She wanted her mom! She just wanted her MAMA! 


Her tears slid out from behind her closed eyes, the eyelids still too heavy and the tears made it feel 
like there was paste on them. Like the Sandman would leave to make sure she stayed asleep but if 
she had a bad dream the sand would get wet and stick her eyes closed. Trapping her in her dreams. 
Normally her dreams were nice and she did not mind being trapped within them. But this was the 
worst type of dream. This wasn’t a dream at all. And she was scared and she just wanted her 
mama! She just wanted to wake up and open her eyes and not be scared anymore. 


The earth rippled like the water did when Tally threw stones into it, the ripples like small waves 
but from the soil rather than the waters glassy surface. Things shook and trembled and creaked and 
groaned all around Tally and still she screamed. Her breath was not even lost to her as she grew 
redder and redder in her frustration. Like a newborn screaming itself into the world she cried. 


“Ts this an earthquake?” 

“We need to hurry. This structure isn’t sound.” 
“We have this side held up, General.” 

“Good, now, seed 33, on the count of three...” 


Tally shivered as the air around her moved with a song. A song she did not recognize. It was like 
the songs of her mama and the Goddess, but it was different. It felt itchy and wrong. Something 


was different about it that she didn’t like. It wasn’t right. These women, whoever they were, were 
singing the song wrong. But Tally couldn’t open her eyes to see what was wrong about it. She 
could just feel their song wash over her skin and make it feel like she’d been rubbed with poison 
oak leaves. Her skin was hot and itchy under it. 


The sudden touch of fingers along her arm caused Tally to freeze, freeze like she did when she 
heard twigs snap in the dark forest when she wasn’t supposed to be outside that late passed dark. 
Not when there were wolves and foxes that would want to eat her up. But she went out anyway to 
go to the sea. The sounds of the waves calling to her like the sirens the old fisherman warned her 
about. 


Did these ladies want to eat her up? Or were they going to throw her heart into the fire to thank 
their Goddess for a good hunt? Was Tally their sacrifice, their prey? Were they from the land of 
the Others? Did they want to hurt her because she was Urbinie? 


Unlike the others in her village when Tally picked her gift to give to the Goddess tonight, it was 
not a heart. She had picked flowers, fresh and grown by her own hand and pretty. She thought the 
Goddess would like them. But Tally had seen hunters give the heart to the Goddess in sacrifice and 
Tally really hoped these ladies were not hunters. She hoped she was not their prey like she was for 
the foxes and wolves. 


No! No, Tally didn’t want her heart to get thrown into the fire! Tally twisted her face into the 
scratchy twine of her doll and cried as she pushed her burned hands tight against her chest to protect 
her heart from these lady hunters who sang songs that were itchy and hot and wrong. 


“MAMA!” Tally screamed again and thrashed as hands touched her. “No. No!” Tally threw her 
weight from the left to the right, trying to keep out of the reach of the hands that were just...they 
were everywhere. How many were there? Goddess...there had to be eight of them. Like an octopus 
though less sticky and slimy, but still too many of them. Too many! 


“Let me go. Let me go!” Tally demanded in Vertanen, her local dialect. 


Tally wanted to kick her feet but they were still trapped under the heavy hot thing that she couldn’t 
see. And her hands still burned like she’d been stung by a thousand and one bees after putting her 
hand in the bonfires, so she couldn’t slap at the hands that were touching her, grabbing her. 


No, no, these were the bad people. They were the bad people and they had found her. They’d 
found her! 


“Child, calm down. Calm down. We are here to help.” 


“Ah...don’t touch me. Don’t touch me. No. MAMA!” Tally wailed as she lifted her arms up and 
started batting away at any and all of the hands that touched her with her forearms. She couldn’t 
see them so until they touched her she didn’t know where to swing her hands. But as soon as they 
brushed over her she smacked at them with her forearms. 


“Bellweather, Bellweather give me that canteen!” 


Canteen? Tally gulped, she did not know what a can-teeen was but she didn’t like the sound of it. 
She didn’t like the sound of the voice speaking of bells and weathers and can-teeens. No. No she 
did not. 


Tally’s screams quieted as she sputtered, choking on a sudden drizzle of...of...was that... water? 


Water! 


Tally sighed as the cool wash of water poured over her face washing away the sticky paste over her 
eyes. She opened her mouth and greedily let the water that tasted—weird, it tasted weird but it was 
still water and it was cool. Cool and oh her throat hurt and her mouth was so dry but the weird 
tasting water was nice. It was warm, but refreshing. 


Tally stopped thrashing. “There...” Tally heard something rip and something touched her face and 
she flinched. “...shh...it’s alright. Shh...” 


Tally stayed very still as something that felt like cloth, brushed over her eyes and wiped away the 
paste that held down her eyelids. Oh, oh! Tally blinked, turning into the helpful brush of cloth as it 
went from one eye to the other. She brought up her own arms to try and wipe away the rest but 
hands caught her arms and held them still. 


She whined and whimpered at the hold on her forearms, keeping her from wiping at her own eyes 
to get the rest of the pollen paste away. 


“Veronica, Trisha, please...the pillar.” 
“Yes, General.” 
That song, the song that was wrong, filled the air around her again. 


Tally blinked, wincing as she finally opened her eyes, but there was still so much blocking her 
sight. She could see colors and the vibrancy of the song around her but the air was thick with...oh. 
Smoke. And ash. Tally swallowed as she tried to sink into herself as she started to look around her. 


Just as her eyes began to focus and she could see again the heavy hot thing on her legs disappeared 
and oh. 


Tally blinked. She tried to squish her head backwards into the ground beneath her as in front of her 
there was a face. A woman’s face, a woman she did not know. She had dark hair that was stained 
gray from soot and ash. And she looked...Tally wasn’t sure how she looked. There was something 
about the tension in her cheeks that made Tally want to brush them off. But her hands still stung 
with a thousand and one bee stings and the woman’s face was just right there. Right in front of her. 
And Tally could see her. Only her. With a sharp jawline and a thin mouth that wasn’t smiling but 
kind of...was? Lips that smiled but didn’t and eyes. Oh. Her eyes. 


Tally stared at the bright blue of the woman’s eyes. Even in the cloudy room they were so...pretty. 
They sparkled and swirled like the whirlpool by the waterfall along the south falls. The depths as 
deep as the underwater caves along the Falcon cove. There was such a beautifulness to their color 
it was like watching the sunrise over the ocean how they glistened and shone with...something. 
Something unnameable, unknowable. Something for her to know when she was older and could 
understand the world better. 


Like her Mama would say. When she was older she would understand. 
“Raishé osayé, child.” (Let us help you, child) 


Tally knew that language. That was the Goddess’ language. This woman was like her. She was of 
the blood. The songs were in her blood like they were in Tally’s blood. But Tally’s eyes narrowed, 
why were her songs wrong? 


“Ajezo?” Tally asked, of the woman, squinting as she stared at the face above her own. The smile 
that wasn’t a smile grew as she asked if she was like her, of the blood like her. 


“Ajezo!” The blue eyed woman confirmed as she pressed her fist to her chest and twisted it around 
in a circle. 


Okay. That was good. Good. They weren’t like the bad men. This woman was like her. Like her 
mother. Like her grandmother. She would not toss Tally’s heart into a bonfire to thank the Goddess 
for a good hunt. Women of the blood did not hunt other women of the blood. 


“Antwor ulddi...(my hands hurt)...” Tally whispered as she raised her fisted hands up into the 
space between her and the woman. Tally winced at the sight of them. They were red and dark 
brown and she couldn’t make her fingers open. They stayed closed in tight fists no matter how 
much she concentrated to try and open them. 


The smile that wasn’t a smile that had been big got small. Very small. And the pretty blue eyes 
grew dark like the clouds before a storm. 


“Bellweather?” The woman of the blood called for bellweather again. What was a bellweather? 
“Where’s that fixer?” 


“Here, General Alder. I’m here. What is her condition?” 


Tally heard a new voice but she could not understand what it was saying and all she could see were 
her own hands and the face of the blue eyed smiling but not smiling woman of the blood. 


“Her legs appear crushed. She has severe burns on her hands, face, and her eyes.” 
“Can you, can you bring her out from the structure? Is she moveable?” 
“Yes” 


Tally tried to see who the blue eyed woman was talking to but she couldn’t see beyond the dark 
gray uniform covering the woman’s shoulder. Tally didn’t like not seeing the blue eyes. But as 
soon as she could see them again she calmed down. They reminded her of the water. Calming. 
Soothing, like home. 


Tally stared at the soft blue eyes, frowning as she felt her eyes begin to get heavy. She was 
suddenly so very tired. And her legs. She couldn’t feel them anymore. Not since the heavy hot 
thing had been taken off of them. Were they numb? No. They didn’t tingle like they did when her 
feet fell asleep because she sat on them the wrong way during class. 


“U'e'emé (do not move/hold still).” 

Tally yawned, “Néazhi nik'ozhi...(want to sleep)...” 
“No. Unenéazhi...(no sleeping)!” 

Tally pouted, why could she not sleep? She was tired. 
“Collar, we’re coming out!” 


Tally groaned as she felt those hands. Lots of them. Octopus hands grabbing hold of her but this 
time she didn’t try and bat them away. She was too tired. Too sleepy. 


Tally nuzzled into the thread of her doll as she felt the hands lift her up from the floor and she was 
in the air. She didn’t like being in the air. The air was a scary place to be. It was better to be on the 
ground or in the water. To be where the Goddess could watch over her. The air and the sky were 


dangerous places that the Goddess did not control. 
“Talk to me, Collar.” 


Tally sighed as she looked up at the chin above her. The smiling but not smiling blue eyed woman 
of the blood was holding her close. The octopus hands had left and she was now cradled against 
this woman’s chest, like Tally cradled her doll close. Tally frowned as she looked around her. 
There were a lot of other women. There were five...seven...ten. There were ten women 
surrounding her and many of them looked like they were elders. Tally knew she should bow her 
head in respect to them but she was tired and everything was starting to throb. 


“No. Unenéazhi...(no sleeping)!” Tally blinked her eyes open as she was shaken awake, whining as 
she was pulled back to the waking world. She wanted to visit with Morpheus. He would welcome 
her and bring her good dreams. Dreams that were less scary than the wakeful world had become. 


There was a new woman in front of her, staring at her and biting the inside of her lip as she waved 
her hands over Tally’s chest. Tally saw the work from this woman’s song and she sighed. This 
song felt nice. It did not make her itch and it glowed in the way the healers work did, but it was a 
different color. Tally lifted her hand into the air and twirled her swollen wrist around the trilling 
glowing work, sleepily smiling before she snuggled closer to the woman still cradling her. Tally 
hummed her own song that matched the song of the short blonde haired woman of the blood with 
pretty blue eyes. Around them the water from the ground and within the soil began to rise as if 
raining backwards. The moment Tally stopped humming the droplets that had risen fell back to the 
ground. 


The healer’s eyes were pretty but not as pretty as the dark haired woman of the blood that held her. 
Did all these women of the blood have blue eyes? 


“She’s...there’s a lot of internal bleeding. I need to, I need to get her stable and bring her back to 
base as soon as possible.” 


“Do it. Whatever you have to.” 
“Yes, General.” 


“We have you, child.” Tally smiled at the words though she did not understand them. The 
conviction in them sounded like an oath. An oath of protection. 


Tally yawned. Tally frowned, her eyes too heavy to open them. She was told to stay awake but she 
couldn’t. As she listened to the women around her she saw a swirling whirlpool of blue. Such soft 
cool blue waters that washed over her and made her feel like she was floating rather than flying. 


Floating was better than flying. 
Floating was safe. 

Water was safe. 

The water was home. 

Home. 


Tally sat around a fire with the women of the blood that she did not know. There were much more 
than ten of them, Tally did not know how many there were. She had tried to keep count but she did 


not know how to count that high yet. Tonight was not unlike the night before. The women of the 
blood came together at the fire to eat when it grew dark. 


“Please...you need to eat.” 


Tally turned her head away from the offered plate. It was not proper to refuse an offering of food 
from an adult, but Tally would not eat what was on that plate, and to waste food was a worse 
offense. 


“No.” Tally had learned this word that they spoke and had to use it often. Not many of these 
women knew the Goddess’ language. It was frustrating. But the more she listened to them speak 
the more she was beginning to pick up on their language. It all seemed to come from the Goddess’ 
language. Tally was smart, one of the smartest in her village! Something she puffed her chest up 
with pride in. Learning this primitive form of the Goddess language would come eventually, it 
would just take time. 


PetraBellweather sighed heavily as she kneeled in front of Tallulah. “Please, Tallulah, you need to 
eat.” 


Tally looked at the plate that PetraBellweather put in front of her face again and she crossed her 
arms and turned her head away. “No.” 


“Here...let me.” WillaCollar, the loayér (healer), that had made her pain go away, sat on the floor 
beside her. Tally looked to the blonde woman and frowned. 


“I do not eat meat!” Tally spoke in Vertanen. 


Willa’s eyes squinted as she tried to decipher what Tallulah was saying. Tally sighed heavily and 
recrossed her arms over her chest as she pulled her knees up to her chest and rested her forehead 
against them. Hiding away from these women who did not speak her language, who did not 
understand that she would not eat the meat they had put on the plate for her. No one from home 
was left to understand her. No one knew how to speak Vertanen but Tally. She was alone and she 
just wanted her Mama. These women of the blood were strangers. Tally just wanted to go home! 


Willa and Petra shared an exasperated look. They were both getting concerned. Tallulah had not 
eaten anything they had given her the last two days. They did not want to force feed the child but at 
some point they were going to need to give her something she could eat so she did not starve. Her 
body had been through a severe trauma, she would need all of her strength to get through the next 
few days—months—years. There would be no saying how long it took Tallulah to heal from the loss 
she had suffered. To be the last of her people, and to be so young. 


Across the campfire Trisha and Fiona were watching Major General Petra Bellweather and 
Sergeant Collar try and get their young ward to eat, with little success if their slumped shoulders 
and the child hiding in her knees, were any indication. 


“Sarah...” Veronica spoke into the Biddie link, pulling the General from her musings in the tent 
yards away from the campfire. “‘...Bellweather and Collar could use your assistance.” 


“T am rather busy negotiating with the...” 


“Tt’s the child.” Trisha added, and they all felt Sarah sigh as she closed whatever farspeech link she 
had with a dignitary from China and Africa. 


Sarah strode from her tent to see the Biddies sitting around the fire all with a healthy serving on 
their plates, but they were all staring across the camp ground. Sarah looked through the flickering 


flames to see Petra kneeling in front of the redheaded child they’d pulled from the rubble—the only 
survivor they’d found in their search. Collar sat beside the girl and was rubbing her back as she hid 
herself against her knees. 


Sarah looked to her Biddies for an explanation for why she had been pulled from her meeting, the 
child did not look like she was in any danger. Petra Bellweather would not be Sarah’s first choice 
in looking after a child, but that was also why she had put the woman in charge of looking after the 
girl. Because if Petra was in charge of the girl, so too would Collar be, and Collar was far more 
adept with dealing with children than Petra. 


Sarah did not doubt that Petra could be a good mother, she had the makings of a wonderful mother, 
she just needed to not let Minerva’s influence dictate how she would raise a child. 


“Go help them.” Marjorie jutted her chin for Sarah to get a move on to the other side of the 
campfire. 


“They seem to be doing...” 


“The girl isn’t eating. She hasn’t eaten since we found her. They cannot communicate with her, the 
dialect of mothertongue she speaks even escapes Petra. You seem to be the only one that can talk 
to her.” 


Sarah sighed, that was because the dialect of mothertongue that Tallulah spoke was similar to the 
dialect her mother had taught Sarah and her sister Elizabeth when they were children. Sarah walked 
around the campfire and came to stand behind Petra. 


“Ts there a problem, ladies?” Sarah asked, her hands behind her back as she looked down at the 
frowning officers. 


“Not a problem, General.” Bellweather spun and stood at attention, while Collar rolled her eyes as 
she remained sitting beside Tallulah on the ground. 


“Tallulah, here, will not eat. We...we’ ve tried to give her a variety of foods but she won’t eat any 
of it.” 


Tally looked up at the utterance of her name, her brown eyes widening as she tilted her head up 
and up and up to look up to see...oh. The prettiest blue eyes, even shadowed at night and the sharp 
jawline and the thin lips that smiled but didn’t really smile. The woman everyone called “General” 
or GeneralAlder. Tally wondered if Alder was her family name, like Aalto was Tally’s family 
name. Her family name meant wave. She wondered what Alder meant. And if Alder was her 
family name then Tally wondered what her birth name was. 


Sarah hummed as she looked between PetraBellweather and WillaCollar, and Tallulah watched as 
the two women of the blood who had been most kind to her shrunk under General Alder’s stare. 
Tallulah tilted her head. She did not think General Alder was so scary. She was very tall, but her 
eyes were kind and they shone with such a similar vibrancy to the sea that Tally could not help but 
stare into them as they eased the pain in her heart. They reminded her of home. 


Sarah eyed both Collar and Bellweather for a moment more before she took to one knee directly in 
front of Tallulah. “ Why will you not eat child?” Sarah asked in mothertounge. 


The way Tallulah’s eyes widened and her lips spread into a dimpled smile tugged at Sarah’s heart. 
This child was so thrilled to have someone to talk to that it was a bit heart wrenching. 


Tally’s bottom lip trembled, “J tried to tell them. They do not understand.” 


“No, they will not.” Sarah looked pointedly at both of the women, “But I will. What have you tried 
to tell them?” 


“They are kind.” Tally felt like that was important to say. 


Sarah smiled gently at Tally’s defense to the two women who had been looking after her. It seemed 
although Tallulah did not understand much English, she was perceptive enough to know when 
someone was disappointed. As Sarah was in the level of care Bellweather and Collar were giving 
her. 


“Yes, Tam glad they have been.” 


Tally nodded her head slowly as she leaned her head on WillaCollar’s shoulder. Staring into the 
General’s eyes, content to suddenly just sit and talk with someone who understood her. 


“Now, why will you not eat? Are you feeling unwell? Does your stomach hurt?” 


Tally shook her head, “No. A little. Iam hungry.” Tally admitted as she put her hands on her 
stomach and laced her fingers there, frowning as she felt it grumble with hunger. 


“Then why are you not eating?” 


“I cannot.” Tally looked up and begged General Alder to understand that she did not mean to be 
petulant. “ 1am sorry, I would. I swear it, but I cannot.” Tally shook her head from side to side as a 
few tears fell. “J do not mean to be disrespectful.” Tally’s bottom lip protruded as her chin 
wobbled with her tears. 


“Why can you not eat it?” Sarah inquired as she tilted her head to the side, looking behind her at 
Petra for a moment, to steel herself to deal with the child’s tears. Her instincts screamed at her to 
soothe away the girl’s pain, but she could not. Instead she looked to the plate of food that Petra had 
been trying to give the child to see what on it would be inedible to the child. There was a healthy 
serving of meat and what looked like baked beans that would have come from a can. 


“Tt is not for me. I am not to eat meat.” Tally explained as she wiped at her tears with the back of 
her closed fist. WillaCollar saw her tears and pulled her closer and rubbed at her arm to try and 
soothe her. It was nice. Tally fell into the gentle comfort even as she looked to General Alder. 


Sarah blinked, of course. She shook her head and released a huff. Of course the child would not eat 
meat and everything on the plate she was being offered had meat within it, even the beans which 
was made with animal fat and had a few pieces of bacon would be inedible. 


“T eat vegetables and grain and wheat and fish and fruits and nuts and...and a lot of things. But I 
do not eat animal meat.” Tally chewed on her bottom lip as she looked down, finally unable to 
hold General Alder’s eyes anymore. She picked at the pants that she had been given and pulled the 
fabric away from her leg. 


Sarah reached across the short distance between herself and Tallulah, she tipped the child’s chin up 
so they were once again looking into each other eyes, “Never apologize for your customs, child. 
Never. They are part of who you are and they will be respected by me and mine.” 


Tally felt the weight on her chest lift. She was not going to be reprimanded, she would not be in 
trouble. General Alder would honor her customs! Tally clasped a fist tight against her chest and 
rubbed it around in a circle as she bowed her head and eyes just enough to show her gratitude. 
“Thank you.” 


Sarah slowly stood from her place upon the ground and looked to Willa and Petra, who were 
staring at her with anxious, nervous eyes. “Tallulah is a pescetarian. She will not eat animal meat 
of any kind. Her diet should be comprised of fruits, vegetables, nuts, grains, and fish.” 


Petra and Willa each looked like they could smack themselves upside the head. Why had none of 
them thought to see what Tallulah could and could not eat before trying to feed her? 


The pesky communication gap had a lot to do with it. 


“Thank you, General.” Petra breathed out sincere thanks, “Willa, keep her occupied. I will be back 
with something shortly.” Petra turned and rushed away to find some of the fresh fruit that some of 

the soldiers had collected and to see about getting a trail mix bar for the girl. She would be sure to 

have someone go fishing tomorrow to ensure they had more filling and nutritious protein for Tally, 
but for now fruits, vegetables and nuts would have to do. 


Sarah watched Petra rush off before she turned back to the child resting comfortably against Willa 
Collar’s side. 


“May the Goddess bless you, child.” 

“Tallulah.” Tally said, looking up with a small smile. 

Sarah’s lips quirked just the tiniest bit, “ Tallulah...may the Goddess bless you.” 

Tallulah looked sleepily up from Willa’s shoulder, and watched as General Alder began to leave. 


“May you walk within Her sight and know Her love. May she offer you peace, prosperity and 
purity of body, soul, and heart.” Tallulah offered in return, the words stopping Sarah’s retreat. 


It had been...Sarah turned back to look at the child who had just offered her an ancient blessing, so 
old that it had been centuries since Sarah had heard it, and she had never been offered the blessing 
herself, had only heard it given to her grandmother when she was no older than Tallulah was now. 


The blessing stirred something in Sarah’s blood that called to her like a Work that had been long 
since forgotten to time. With one last look at the sleepy child, Sarah turned and walked back to her 
tent. 


Tally kicked her legs back and forth as she sat on top of a cool metallic surface. It was shiny and if 
Tally looked over it she could see a wavy reflection of her face on top of it. Her legs swung back 
and forth back and forth back and forth. She watched as her foot came in and out of her sight. The 
pink shoe she wore stark against the brown soil of the tent’s floor. 


She’d never owned pink shoes before. But the older ladies of the blood, the ones that had been the 
octopus hands that saved her from the bad men and the fire, had given these pink shoes to her. The 
octopus hand ladies were nice. They reminded Tally of the grandmere’s of the village. The elders 
with kind eyes and sweet smiles. The ones that always had sweets that they were happy to share 
with Tallulah and the other children. 


The seven ladies that came to give her the shoes also brought her doll back to her. But they hadn’t 
any sweets. Which they seemed rather sad to admit when Tally asked if they liked sweets. They 


had said they did but they didn’t have any to give to her. That was too bad. Tally would have liked 
a sweet or two. But they had given her a nicer gift. 


They had been nice to her and they smiled and her Mama always said the best gift anyone could 
give was a kind word and a smile. Plus, they gave Tally back her doll. It was from her Mama. It 
was...it was all she had left. 


The doll was her favorite. But the pink shoes were nice. Pretty. But they were pink and bright and 
Tally didn’t understand how they worked. 


There was this material that was sticky, but only sticky when more material like it touched it. 
Otherwise it was just prickly. Like the dandelions seeds. Tally did not understand why she could 
not see her toes. The pink shoe covered her toes. Were her toes not supposed to be seen? Did these 
women of the blood not like toes? 


None of them wore sandals. None of them showed their toes. They all wore big clunky black shoes 
that seemed heavy and ugly to Tally. But they all wore them. Just like they all wore the same types 
of clothes. Some of them wore different pretty shiny metals and tassels on their clothes but most of 
them all wore the same type of clothes. It was like they were all trying to be copy cats. 


Tally had never liked copy cats. Verona, the blacksmith's daughter was always copying Tally. 
Always following her around and trying to do everything Tally wanted to do. It had been 
annoying. 


But now Verona was gone. So was her Mama. So were the elders and everyone Tally had known. 
All the faces of people she had known from the time she was born and named and welcomed into 
her home, they were all gone. Even the faces of the people she had not met yet. They were all gone 
too. 


Tally. Tally was the only one left. 


The drip-drip-drip of water splattered against the top of the tent and drew Tally’s eyes away from 
the pink shoes she wore. 


There was a storm raging outside. The wind was whipping and blowing the flaps of the tent Tally 
sat inside. The touch of the wind made her shiver. Her hands were stiff, even after the loayér 
(healer) had fixed her hands and her legs and her face and her eyes. She still had a little trouble 
seeing as far as she used to, but the healer said it would take time. She had been very hurt, her body 
needed time to rest. So it didn’t surprise Tally that her fingers still felt full, like they were still 
swollen from the thousand and one bee stings. 


There was water in the air as the sky rained down all around the outside of the tent. The thickness 
in the air within the tent was heavy with the water. But there was something wrong about the water 
in the air. Like it wasn’t supposed to be there. The storm wasn’t like all the storms that Tally had 
experienced in her life before this one. This one made her skin itch, like the songs that were the 
wrong songs that these women of the blood sang. Like the language they spoke that made Tally’s 
ears twitch. 


Tally stared up at the top of the tent, the dip in it was growing deeper as it filled with the wrong 
type of rain water. 


“We leave tomorrow morning.” 


Tally blinked at the sounds of voices. Voices that she had grown used to in the last few days. 


“What about the girl?” That was the one that people called WillaCollar. She was the loayér that 
fixed her hands and legs. She was nice. She had short blonde hair and blue eyes. But they weren’t 
the same as the blue-eyed General Alder, the woman that had saved Tally. 


No. Collar’s eyes were lighter. They weren’t as deep and they had specks of green to them. They 
were nice eyes. But they weren’t as pretty blue as her savior’s eyes. 


“What about her, Collar?” That was the woman that everyone called PetraBellweather. Tally still 
didn’t understand what a bellweather was. But she supposed a bellweather was a tall, pretty, tan 
skinned woman of the blood. 


“We can’t just leave her here. Alone!” 

“Of course not, Willa. We’re not...I’m not a monster. Of course we’re not leaving her here.” 
Collar sighed, “What’s the plan once we get back to the mainland, then?” 

“T don’t follow.” 


“We can’t leave her with an orphanage on the mainland. The poor girl only seems to speak 
Ménishé! And a dialect that not even YOU know. She doesn’t, Petra, she didn’t even know what 
velcro was! How are we supposed to just drop her into an orphanage in Asia or India? Do you 
really think they’re capable of taking care of her?” 


Bellweather looked right at Tally and Tally looked right back. She knew that she was doing what 
her mother and the elders had called eve-dropping. But she didn’t really know what it meant to 
eve-drop. So she didn’t see anything wrong with listening to Collar and Bellweather talk. She 
didn’t know what they were saying anyhow. She just liked hearing their voices. 


The more that Tally had heard these women of the blood speak the more she learned. 
Mothertounge was in everything they said, every word they used came from something Tally 
already knew. There were still some words that she struggled with, but she could now 
communicate more easily with all of the women—witches. 


They called themselves witches. Tally did not know why they called themselves such things, but 
she did not question them. They were an odd group. But they had saved her and they had been kind 
to her. But they were odd with their wrong songs and ugly shoes. 


Bellweather offered Tally a small smile, and Tally beamed at the sight of it, and she smiled big and 
bright right back. 


But Bellweather looked away and faced Collar again. “What would you have me do, Willa?” 


“T don’t know. But you’re the only one of us that can do something. Major General . After 
everything that girls been through, she deserves a chance. A real chance. Not in India or Asia. She 
deserves to be somewhere that she will be cared for and loved and her customs honored and not 
stripped away from her or worse...stolen.” 


Bellweather sighed, “Pll handle it.” 


“Thank you.” Collar cupped one of Bellweather’s cheeks before she kissed Bellweather’s other 
cheek. Bellweather smiled a pretty smile at Collar and Tally tilted her head. 


Huh. 


Tally hadn’t seen anyone kiss someone’s cheek since she woke up in this tent a few days ago. She 
hadn’t even been sure that these women of the blood touched. They always seemed to be standing 
so stiff. Their hands behind their backs as they straightened their shoulders and always looked just 
over each other’s shoulders, never into each other’s eyes. Tally thought it strange. But it was nice. 
Nice to see someone kiss someone else, touch someone else in a kind way. 


Perhaps these women of the blood were like her in more ways than just their songs. No matter how 
wrong their songs were. No matter how stiff their shoulders were. No matter how tight their hands 
were behind their back. No matter how odd they were for wearing shoes that hid their toes. 


Tally looked back up at the deepening dip in the tent that held the wrong type of rain water, the 
weight of it finally too heavy as the tent ripped open and the water came spilling down, splashing 
across the soil. Tally sighed as the water twinkled around the open air of the tent. Some of it 
floated around her in a soft display of color before it evaporated into nothingness. 


Tally sighed. Swinging her feet back and forth, watching her pink shoed feet sway to and fro over 
the damp soil. 


They were in the air. 
Flying. 

In the sky. 

Away from the ground. 


Away from the soil and the water. They were in the sky. In a big metal tube that shook and 
rumbled and made Tally feel very very uncomfortable. 


She hated being so far from the ground. It wasn’t right! 


Urbinie were not meant to fly. They were meant to stay on their island surrounded by the ground 
and water! Yet Tally was the only Urbinie left. The last of her people. And she was too small, too 
young, too little, to remain on Urbina by herself. Or so WillaCollar and PetraBellweather told her. 
When she screamed and the ground beneath her rumbled with her anger and fear, General Alder 
had come to see to her and calmed her. With a gentle touch to her cheek and an oath that Tally 
would always be Urbinie, but she could not remain on Urbina alone, Not when the evil men with 
the metal balls that tore through flesh and fire that burned her home to ash could come back. Tally 
had calmed eventually. The ground had stopped shaking and she had apologized to WillaCollar and 
PetraBellweather for screaming as General Alder disappeared with the seven elder women that 
always followed her. 


The women of the blood from the modern world that had saved her had taken her with them. Taken 
her into the hull of this metal tube that shot them all up-up-up into the sky and made Tally feel like 
she was a stone and falling back down-down-down to the ground she had been stolen from. 


No. 
Tally shook her head as she wrapped her arms around her legs and pulled them tight to her chest. 
No. 


The elder ladies that gave her her doll and were always near General Alder were across from her in 
the plane and they were trying to meet her eyes. But Tally couldn’t look at them. She couldn’t get 


her head to look up. No. It was too heavy. The air was pushing down on her trying to force her 
back down to the ground. Where she belonged. 


Tallulah belonged on the ground! 


These women of the blood were crazy! Like the crazy old croon that lived alone in the woods that 
the older children said ate small children for breakfast. They were like that! They were children 
eaters! These women of the blood were not of the same blood as Tally. No, Goddess, no they were 
not! 


They were of the sky and Tally, Tally was not of the sky. And she did not like the sky. The sky was 
a scary place. A place she could not find purchase, could not plant her feet and be firm and strong. 
She was weak and wiley like leaves in the wind, and she did not like it. She did not like it at all. 


Tally started muttering under her breath as she hid her head against her knees and rocked herself 
back and forth. Back and forth. 


“T think she just called you child eaters.” Sarah muttered with a bit of amusement as she looked to 
the seven women to her right. 


“Ts that what she said?” 


“That and old croons” Sarah was positively delighted and near a full on belly laugh as her Biddies 
looked horrified to be called child eaters. 


Trisha tisked, “Well you are an old croon.” she jabbed Veronica’s ribs. 
Veronica preened, “I resemble that remark!” 


Marjorie, the mother hen of the group looked a bit sad as she stared across the cargo plane. “Leave 
the poor girl alone. She’s never flown before.” 


“Besides, I don’t think she called us... child eaters. But all of us. As in all of the army child eaters. 
Which includes you, General.” Trisha pointed out with a grin, watching as Sarah’s amusement 
faded. 


Marjorie gasped as she watched Tallulah begin to rock back and forth in her panic. “Goddess, 
Sarah, do something. The poor thing is going to pass out!” 


“What would you have me do? Where is Petra?! She said she would look after the girl.” 
“You put Petra in the cockpit.” 


“Sarah, do not call Petra. Just put her to sleep! Something. Poor things going to have a heart attack 
before we even make it to cruising altitude.” 


Tally heard a song, soft, it was nice. It was close to the songs of home. It was the closest she had 
heard since the darkest night. But it was still, it was different. The song was sweet and soft and 
lulled her eyes closed and calmed her racing heart. 


Tally whined as she settled into the beauty of the song that held whisps of sky blue brightness in its 
sound. Tally let it wrap around her and sing her to sleep. 


“Tallulah?” 


Tally blinked at the sound of her name. Groggy from sleep. Her hand was tight in it’s grasp of 
Willa Collar’s pants. Her head resting on the healer’s lap. When...when had she fallen asleep? 


Oh right, when she had gotten off the plane and been put into another metal box. But at least this 
metal box did not go into the sky. It had wheels. Like a wagon,or the carriage that the blacksmith 
had made for her mother. But this carriage wasn’t made of wood but of metal and there were no 
mules to pull it. There was just a rumbling and a spark and fizz from somewhere up in the front of 
the metal carriage. 


A car. Willa Collar had called it a car. 


A car that had moved them very quickly from one place to another, but did so on the ground. The 
wheels did not leave the ground. Just as Tally liked it. 


But now as Tally sat up, Willa Collar brushed her thick red hair away from her eyes, Tally noticed 
that out the windows of the car there was another metal tube, a plane. An airplane. That they were 
going to go on. Tally knew they were. It was why Willa Collar looked so nervously at her and to 
the front of the car where Petra Bellweather sat. 


Willa Collar and Petra Bellweather were her friends. They took care of her. Willa was her birth 
name and Collar was her family name. Like Petra was a birth name and Bellweather was her 
family name. An important family name that held a great history to it—or so Willa had explained to 
her. 


Tally shook her head. Her eyes filling with tears. Please don’t make her go into another airplane. 
Please. No. No. No more airplanes. No more. 


“T do not like flying. I do not. I do not like flying at all. Please. No more. We stay on the ground. 
Tally not meant to fly. No. Urbinie not meant to leave the ground.” Tally looked green as she 
stared at the plane. Another plane. Hadn’t they just gotten off a plane? Why were they getting on 
another plane? How far away were they taking her from her island? Her home. A home that was 
left in ash and ruins. Where the happy sounds of her people were quieted and silenced. 


“Tt will be alright. I will stay with you the whole time.” Petra Bellweather, who had driven the car, 
looked back and held Tally’s eyes, reaching back to touch her shoulder and draw her eyes away 
from Willa Collar. 


“You make oath?” Tally asked, her bottom lip trembling as she tightened her hold on Willa Collar, 
wanting to disappear into the healer's arms and not ever have to get on another plane again. 


Petra held Tally’s eyes and smiled, the lines around her eyes crinkling for a moment as she thought 
about what Tally had just said. There were still times they had some difficulty communicating but 
Petra’s fluency in Meneshe helped the more that Tally began speaking in a new dialect of Meneshe 
that Petra could now understand. 


Tally stared at Petra Bellweather’s smile. It was a nice smile. A smile that made Tally feel safe. 
“Yes. I swear an oath. I will be with you the whole time.” 


Tally nodded her head, though she remained in Willa’s arms until Petra Bellweather came to the 
back of the car and opened it’s door. Tally jumped from Willa’s arms right into Petra 


Bellweather’s. The move surprised Petra who blinked for a moment before she squeezed her arms 
tight around Tally’s beck. Tally hid her face against Petra’s neck and wrapped her arms and legs 
around the strong woman. 


The warm touch of Willa Collar’s hand on her back settled Tally as she was carried into another 
metal tube that flew in the sky unnaturally. Like it thought it was a bird. 


These airplanes were as odd as the witches that had saved her. They thought they were meant to be 
in the sky, like the sky was not the Goddess’ Mother’s and the Goddess’ Mother alone. Like they 
could sprout wings and feathers and fly like the falcons and seagulls. 


These American witches were an odd group. But they had saved her and they had been kind to her 
and Willa Collar had made her aches and pains go away and Petra Bellweather held her tight at 
night when her nightmares scared her. 


Tally did not know much about American witches, but these two witches were good. They were 
good and kind and she felt safe with them. 


Even if they kept putting her on airplanes. 


“T do not understand.” Tally stood, scuffing the tip of her pink shoe that hid her toes against the 
hard ground. The grounds here were not like the dirt and soil of her home. They were paved and 
sleek like the lava pits sometimes became after the ocean waves washed over them. Shiny and 
black. Like the black boots that Willa Collar and Petra Bellweather always wore. They were 
always shiny and clean. 


The ground here was black and tar like, just like the tar pits of home that the blacksmith used to 
stick wheels to wagons and covered roofs to keep the spring rains from pouring through the tops of 
houses. It made everything sticky and dirty. Tally didn’t like it because the ground left dark 
smudges on her pretty pink shoes. 


Was that why Willa Collar was leaving her? Because she had not kept her pretty pink shoes clean? 
She could do that! She could keep them clean. Willa Collar didn’t need to leave her, she could 
keep her gifted shoes clean. She could! 


“Tallulah, Tallulah, what, what are you doing sweetheart?” 


Tally looked up from where she was kneeled on the floor, using the side of her small fist to wipe 
away the smudges on her pink shoes. “I can keep them clean. I can. You no have to leave. Tallulah 
can stay with you. I keep them clean. See!” Tally gestured to the shoe, but it wasn’t clean. Her 
hand had only smeared the dirt further into the pink color and now they looked gray. Ugly and 
gray. Her bottom lip trembled. 


Willa looked heartbroken between the whimpering child and the Major General that stood behind 
her, trying, and failing, not to show any emotion at all. Petra’s hands were tight behind her back, 
her eyes staring up at the sky above them as she tried not to let the childlike desperation from 
Tallulah affect her. 


This could not be avoided. Willa needed to return to the Cession where Ed and Raelle were waiting 
for her. And Tallulah, she was going to stay with Petra. 


Ed was a good man, a kind and generous man who loved Willa and loved their daughter, but he did 
not make enough to support two children. And Willa, who was capable and could easily climb the 
ranks, had too much weight on her shoulders, and refused to try and climb any higher than she 
already had. Without an increase in rank Willa Collar would remain war meat, sent out over and 
over again until she either died beside the sisters she fixed or until she was retired from service for 
her dedication. Which would leave Ed alone to raise not only one child, but two, if Willa were to 
take Tallulah with her. 


Petra Bellweather was going to be someone. Just like all of the Bellweather’s before her. And Petra 
Bellweather could afford to take on a ward, to adopt this bright and bubbly child who only cried at 
night when she woke from her nightmares but who sat now trying to clean off her shoes, as if by 
cleaning her shoes she would be able to keep Willa Collar with her. The child that had slid her way 
right between Petra’s ribs and sat there, ensconced within her heart in a way only Abigail had ever 
been. 


It had been a mistake. Letting Tallulah and Willa get close. But what was Petra to do? Willa had 
begged Petra to ensure that they did not leave Tallulah behind in an orphanage where she would 
have been lost to the system. Willa had begged Petra to use her position as Major General—on the 
fast track to becoming General-to ensure that the redheaded little witch with a bright smile was not 
lost to the darkness that had already befallen her. That her fate would not be like other witches 
whose homes and people had been slaughtered by those who hated them. 


The simple matter was that Willa Collar had asked Petra for a favor and Petra would do almost 
anything for Willa Collar. Anything but explain to Tally why Willa had to leave now and that 
Tallulah had to come with Petra. Back to New England to meet Petra’s three husbands and the light 
of her life: Abigail. 


“Oh Tallulah, no, darling girl. No. That isn’t why I need to leave. It’s okay that your shoes are 
dirty.” 


“No. No. Your shoes are shiny and clean. I can make mine shiny and clean. I can!” Tally stared 
darkly at the gray smudges on her shoes. Her eyes watering as she tried to wipe away the gray. The 
gray that came from the ground that was nothing like the soil from home, not like the sand and 
pebbles that never stained her sandals. 


“Tallulah.” Willa grabbed a gentle hold of both of Tally’s arms and waited until Tally looked up 
from her shoes to meet her eyes. Willa moved closer, leaning heavily on her knees as she stared at 
the little girl that had stolen her heart the moment General Alder had handed her over. “I have to go 
to my home now. To see my little girl. You are going to stay with Petra and you are going to go to 
her home and you are going to meet her little girl.” 


“But why can I not go with you and meet your little girl?” Tally’s chin wobbled as she asked her 
simple, yet far too complicated question. 


“T do not have...” Willa swallowed, “My house is not big enough for another little girl.” 


“But, but Iam small.” Tally looked down at her small hands and small feet and long legs. She had 
always been tall. Her Mama had always said she was like her grandmother, long limbed and far too 
tall for her age. She could. She could bend over. She didn’t have to be so tall. She could make 
herself smaller. “I can be small. I do not need big things.” 


“Oh, darling girl.” Willa pulled Tally tight against her chest and hugged her. Tally sniffled against 
Willa Collar’s neck and held on to her tight. She liked tight hugs. But she did not like what they 
meant. She did not like that she had to say goodbye. “You are so precious, Tallulah. So precious to 


me. I would take you with me in a heartbeat. But it is better if you stay with Petra. She loves you 
too. She can look after you and keep you safe.” 


“Petra Bellweather keeps the bad dreams away.” Tally nodded, she knew that Petra Bellweather 
cared for her. It was in the softness of her eyes and how she combed Tally’s hair at night to keep 
the bad dreams away. 


“Yes, she does.” 


“But you keep the pain away.” Tally frowned, Willa Collar was a healer and she had helped Tally 
not feel stiff and hurt anymore. 


“Petra can help keep the pain away too.” 
“You will teach her?” 
Willa smiled as she tucked several strands of hair behind Tally’s ear. “Yes, I will teach her.” 


“Okay. But...when will I see you again?” Tally asked, ducking her head low and making the hair 
that Willa had just put behind her ear fall in front of her face again. 


Willa opened her mouth to respond but had no answer. None that would be honest and truthful. 


Petra finally pulled herself from her own emotional turmoil and came to kneel behind Tally. 
“Soon. Willa will come and visit you soon. And she’ll bring her daughter, Raelle with her.” 


“Truly?” Tally’s eyes widened as she looked over her shoulder at Petra and then turned to Willa, 
her eyes big and bright and full of hope. 


Willa held Petra’s eyes, curious at the invitation she was being given by her commanding officer. 
“Yes. If that is...” 


“Tt’s fine, Collar. You'll come with Raelle before you return to active duty. It will be good for all 
of the girls to get to know each other.” 


Tally looked between the two women and smiled as she leaned into Petra’s shoulder and smiled at 
Willa. This would be okay. She would go home with Petra Bellweather and she would see Willa 
Collar and Raelle Collar soon. This did not need to be the forever kind of goodbye that Tally had 
feared it would be. This was just a goodbye until later. That was good. She liked those kinds of 
goodbyes. 


“You’re going soft, Bellweather.” 
Petra grinned, “Mmm...just don’t tell Minerva.” 
“Never!” Willa promised far more serious than she intended. 


Tally’s eyes widened, not paying attention to the two women who were smiling softly at each 
other. She peered down at her shoes. Her dirty shoes. “Does this mean my shoes can be dirty?” 
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Chapter 2 


“Mother!” 


“Do not, Mother me. What were you thinking? I expect these types of fanciful decisions from 
Edith. I do not expect them from you, Petti!” 


Petra fumed, “There is nothing fanciful about this decision!” 


Minerva leaned heavily on her cane as she raised a single brow at her daughter, face stern and eyes 
hard, “Oh no? What do you call it then? Hmm...?” 


“The right decision!” 
Petra Bellweather’s voice was loud. Very loud. 


Tally didn’t like how loud it had gotten. It was full of anger and frustration. Like her Mama’s used 
to get when Tally would sneak out of the house before dawn to go down to the shore and watch the 
sunrise over the ocean. Her Mama didn’t understand that she was called to the sea by a voice that 
followed her into her dreams and wouldn’t let her sleep. 


“Tallulah?” 


Tally looked away from the room where Petra Bellweather was yelling and stared at the kind face 
of the man Petra had left her with. He was as tall as Petra but his shoulders were much wider and 
he looked as big as a mountain to Tally who barely made it up to his hip. 


“Yes?” Tally asked, she didn’t know what she was supposed to do. Petra Bellweather had put her 
on a third airplane, a THIRD one and then put her in another car and that car had brought them 
here. Then she had left her with this mountain of a man with a kind smile. 


This place was big. Tally almost fell backwards in her attempt to see the roof. It was Petra 
Bellweather’s family home. A home that had been in her family for many many generations. Like 
Tally’s home had been in her family for many many generations. But her house had never been this 
big. Petra said that it was going to be her new home now. And her house never had a man in it that 
was as big as a mountain either. 


This Bellweather house was as tall as the hills and it wasn’t made of wood but of white stone. 
There were lots of steps. Tally had counted them. There were three sets of ten plus two, steps up to 
the big front door of this big white stone house. Tally wondered how it was still so white and not 
dirty, like her pink—now gray-shoes. It seemed that the white was only on the outside. On the 
inside there was a lot of wood. 


Tally liked wood. Wood had water in it. Stone did too, she supposed, but it was always harder to 
feel the water in stone than it was in wood. Wood absorbed water in a way that stone did not. 


“Would you like to come meet Abigail?” 
“What’s an Abi-gale?” Tally asked as she picked at the threads of her doll. 


The man that was as big as a mountain smiled and his smile was as big as his face, and it made 
Tally’s cheeks feel funny. “Abigail Bellweather. She is to be your sister.” 


“Oh.” Tally looked down at her pink shoes that were gray-ish now. “I have not had a sister 
before.” 


“That’s okay, sweet one. Neither has Abigail.” 
“She has not too?” Tally asked with wide eyes. 
Marcus’ eyes softened the more he spoke to Tally, “No, she hasn’t. Just a cousin.” 


“A cousin.” Tally frowned, any happiness she’d felt a moment before at her new sister not having 
had a sister before fading. “I no have cousin before either.” 


“Well now you will have a sister and a cousin.” 
“T will!?” Tally tilted her head to the side as she considered this. 
“Yes.” Marcus’ voice was firm and resolute in his response that Tally couldn’t help but believe it. 


Tally hummed as she thought about it, the water in the vases in the gallery swirled, called to move 
by the simplest sound of her voice. “What is my cousin’s name?” 


Marcus stared at the vases for a moment, watching as the flowers spun a bit before slowly stilling 
themselves. Odd. He hadn’t felt a breeze to make the flowers dance like that. “Huh...oh, oh, her 
name is Charvel.” 


Tally’s eyes squinted in deep thought, “Charvel...” She paused, as she had leared she was meant to 
when speaking an American witches name. There were spaces between them, so she took a breath 
and then spoke the family name, “Bellweather?” 


“Yes.” Marcus smiled as he watched Tally twist her left foot back and forth as she played with her 
doll, her eyes peering in towards the doorway that led into the sitting room where Petra was still 
arguing with Minerva. 


Okay, Tally could accept an Abi-gale and a Charvel Bellweather. A sister and a cousin. It would 
be nice to have a sister and a cousin. Or she thought it would. She still wasn’t all that sure what it 
would mean to have a sister or a cousin. Tally breathed out a long sigh and then snapped her eyes 
up from her doll, realizing she had been rude, “And who are you?” 


“T am Marcus.” Marcus’s voice sounded like it was twilkling like fairy bugs at night and the 


chittering of the water faires. He was trying not to laugh. “I am Petra’s husband.” 


Husband...that was another word that Tally struggled to understand. She tried to decipher where it 
came from in Mothertongue, but it took a bit of time and so she merely repeated the word. 
“Husband?” 


“Yes, Iam married to Petra.” 
Married. Oh! Maritare. To bond with. To be wed. Tally knew that! “Oh. You are her handfasted!” 
Marcus grinned, “In a way, yes.” 


Tally hummed again as she pulled her doll close to her chest and looked around the large space 
with all the wood and pretty flowers in vases. The flowers began to sway to and fro again and 
Marcus’ eyes moved between the young girl beside him and the flowers. 


Tally played and parted her dolls hair, without looking up at Marcus. “You are very tall Marcus. 
Like a mountain.” 


“Oh, bless you child.” Marcus extended his hand in front of Tally and wiggled his fingers. Tally 
giggled and smiled as she took hold of Marcus’ hand. 


Tally liked being blessed. Being blessed meant that the Goddess would look after her and keep her 
safe. Keep her and her new family with a cousin and a sister safe. 


“You must promise me that you will tell that to Victor.” 


“Who is Victor?” Tally asked as she followed Marcus up the stairs. More stairs. How many more 
stairs were there? Tally began counting, two tens plus four. Two tens plus five. Two tens plus six. 
She frowned as they turned and there were even more stairs. 


Why did these Bellweathers not like to remain close to the ground? 
“Victor is also Petra’s husband...her other handfasted.” 


“Oh. Petra Bellweather has two handfasted?” Tally asked, nodding her head as she accepted this 
information. This was not surprising to Tally. Verona’s father had two handfasted and Adria, her 
Mama’s best friend, had three handfasted. 


“Well, technically she has three.” Marcus was uncertain as he spoke, watching Tallulah carefully. 
Civilians did not understand the nature of his relationship with Petra and his fellow male witches, 
he was curious to see if Tallulah did. 


“Three.” Tally hummed softly and pet her dolls head as if telling her this information rather than 
repeating it, “And they are all as tall as you?” 


Marcus stopped walking on the second landing of the stairs and kneeled down so he was eye level 
with Tally. He looked over her shoulder and Tally knew what that meant. He was going to tell her a 
secret. Tally frowned, she was not good at keeping secrets, but she did not want to tell him that. He 
was being nice and smiling at her and she did not want to make him upset that she was not good at 
keeping secrets. 


“Victor is even taller!” 


Tally’s mouth dropped and Marcus had to keep himself from chuckling at the open mouthed shock 


on Tally’s face. “And the third handfasted of Petra Bellweather?” Tally looked around as if she 
might be able to see him. “Is he taller than you and Victor?” 


“Eli is shorter than Victor and I.” 
“Oh...” Tally thought of this and nodded her head in confirmation, “Good.” 


Marcus smiled his mirth, trying not to laugh at how cute the child was, “Come on now, let's go say 
hello to Abigail.” 


Tally nodded as Marcus held her hand. Her hand was very small in Marcus’. But even as big as his 
hands were he was soft as he held her little one. He was a gentle mountain. 


They stood outside an open door that led into a room. Tally could not see into the room. But she 
could hear voices inside. Voices of people she did not know and did not recognize. There were only 
so few people whose voices she knew now. The other voices were silenced. As they had needed to 
say a forever goodbye because of the bad men. Men that were mean and not nice like Marcus. 


“Why do I have to be nice. This is so stupid, Charvel.” 
“Don’t say that, Abigail. You don’t mean it.” 


“Yes I do. I think it’s stupid. Why do I have to share my room? There are plenty of rooms in the 
house. Why do I have to share mine?” 


“Because she’s your sister.” 
“No she’s not. I don’t even know her. She’s from a far away place and I don’t know her.” 
“But you will get to know her. Aunt Petra says that she is very nice.” 


Abigail huffed, what did her mother know about kids being nice? Abigail was nice in front of other 
adults too. That didn’t mean she was always nice. 


“What if she’s weird?” Abigail gasped, “What if she snores! Or drools!” 
Charvel chuckled, “Then she snores or she drools.” 
“But...” 


“No more buts. She is going to be here any minute and you need to be nice. She has come a long 
way and she has lost her whole family. ” 


Abigail frowned, “Her whole family?” Abigail suddenly looked a little contrite, “Did she have a 
big family?” 


“T..I don’t know. But she doesn’t have them anymore. So you need to be nice. And even if she is 
weird or she drools or snores you need to be nice to her. Bellweathers are always good to those who 
are less fortunate. Remember that.” 


Abigail stuck her tongue out at her older cousin. “I bet if you had to share your room you’d be mad 
too.” 


“Abigail? Charvel?’” Marcus called out silencing the two cousins as he pushed open the door and 
stood in the doorway with Tallulah still holding his hand. 


“Hi Papa.” 
“Ai uncle Marcus!” 


“Abigail. I would like you to meet Tallulah.” Marcus stepped into the room, and Tally followed 
him but she didn’t look up from the floor. She was staring at the plush looking rug on the floor. It 
was a Soft green, almost like sea foam. And there were...oh! 


Toes. 
Sandals. 


Abigail was wearing sandals! 
American witches did wear sandals! Why in the Goddess’ name did they give her these pink shoes 
that hid her toes if they had sandals? 


Tally looked up from staring and the smile upon her face was practically blinding, “You have 
sandals!” 


Abigail blinked, confused as she looked at the smiling—beaming—redhead and then down at her 
sandals. “Uh...yeah?” 


Tally nodded her head and bounced a little in place, “That show your toes.” 


Abigail stared, her eyes getting wider and wider as she looked at the bubbling excitement from the 
frizzy haired redhead in front of her. “My shoes are pink. Uhm...they were pink. Now they are 
dirty and look gray.” Tally sighed heavily as she looked down at her shoes. “But Petra Bellweather 
said that was okay. That they were allowed to be dirty. They did not need to be shiny and clean like 
her shoes.” The black shiny boots that she and all the American witches wore, “But my shoes do 
not show my toes.” She missed seeing her toes when she looked down. “But I like your sandals. 
They are the color of oak trees.” Tally looked up through the curtain of red hair and barely made 
eye contact with Abigail, too nervous as she shifted from right to left. 


Abigail looked like she wanted to cry as she looked from Charvel to her Papa and the redheaded 
girl that was talking about her foes . It was worse than drool and snoring. The girl was weird! And 
she was obsessed with toes! 


“Abigail, Tallulah has given you a compliment. What do you say?” 


Abigail stared blankly at her father. Tallulah gave her a compliment about her toes! And her shoes! 
What was, why did she have to... Marcis raised a single eyebrow and Abigail gruffly obeyed, 
“Thank you, Tallulah. I uhhh...your shoes are nice too.” 


Tally’s lips parted and she snapped her eyes up and beamed a smile at Abigail. 
Abigail’s eyes squinted, surprised to see so many shiny teeth in one small girl’s smile. 


“Thank you, Abi-gale. I, I do not know what snoring is. But I do not drool.” She promised, hoping 
that would mean Abigail liked her. 


Charvel grinned as she stepped up beside her younger cousin who looked scandalized to have been 
overheard. “That’s okay Tallulah. Abi, here does snore. Even though she says she doesn’t.” 


“Oh?” Tally’s eyes looked positively bright. 


“Liar!” Abigail whined as she pushed both her hands against Charvel’s side to push her older 


cousin away. 


“Girls...” Marcus reprimanded with only the one word. And Abigail sighed as she straightened up 
her spine and stood at attention. The picture of decorum. 


“T...uhm...what, what do I do now?” Tally asked as she tugged on Marcus’ hand and looked up at 
him. 


“You can stay here and get to know Abigail and Charvel. They’ ll show you around the house and 
the grounds.” 


“Grounds?” Tally asked, confused. 


“Yes. The estate. The land. We own a great deal of it. And you are free to look around so long as 
you stay with Abigail and Charvel.” 


“Ts there trees?” 
Marcus smiled, “Lots of trees.” 
“And water?” 


“Well...there are a few ponds. Maybe even a river. The ocean is a bit of a drive from here.” 
Marcus admitted. “Maybe when the weather gets nicer we can take a drive down to it, huh?” 


“We can?” Tally asked, her smile too small and sad for Marcus’ liking. 
Marcus began to wonder if he would ever be able to tell this precious child no. “Of course!” 


Tally would have liked to go see the ocean now, and to see if it was like her ocean. Or, like with 
everything else here, it too was different. “I like water.” Tally admitted as she scuffed her shoe 
along the seafoam rug. 


“We have a pool.” Abigail shrugged, offering up the fact that they had a pool. Tally looked so 
excited that Abigail almost felt bad having to explain that it wasn’t actually open for them to swim 
in it yet. “But it’s not open yet. It’s still too cold.” 


Tally frowned as she stared at her doll and picked at the threads of it. 


“You a good swimmer, Tallulah?” Charvel asked as her eyes sparkled with what kinds of trouble 
she and Tally could get into. 


"Mmhmm...” Tally nodded her head, but it was subdued. 
“Well...TIl leave you three to get to know each other.” 


Tally looked panicked as she watched Marcus leave the room, closing the door behind him, but 
leaving it open just a crack, like it had been when he and Tally came by. Tally swallowed 
nervously as she looked up through the curtain of her hair at Abigail and Charvel. Who looked to 
be having a whole conversation with each other even without saying a single word. 


“Tt’s a little cold out. But we could ah, we could go see the Bellweather grove?” Charvel offered. 
“T’m sure we can find you a jacket that will keep you warm.” Charvel was taller than both Abigail 
and Tally but she was sure she could find one of her old jackets in her closet that would fit Tally. 


“Okay...” 


“Abigail, show Tallulah around the room while I go get us a couple jackets.” Charvel pushed 
Abigail a bit to get the smaller girl moving. Abigail stared after Charvel pleadingly, hoping her 
cousin wouldn’t leave her alone with Tallulah just yet. But Charvel kept walking and Abigail was 
left alone with the girl that was going to be her new sister. 


“Uhm...well. Here is where I keep my toys.” Abigail waved her arm to try and pull Tally to follow 
her deeper into her large bedroom. There was an entire wall of shelves that was filled to the brim 
with toys of all different types. There was also a toy chest against the wall under the window that 
looked out over the west side of the property. “We have to keep the room clean. That’s the rule. 
After we finish playing with something we put it back.” 


Tally nodded her head, rules. She could, well she didn’t like rules but she could follow them. If she 
had to. 


Tally reached out to touch one of the big plush looking dolls that sat on the second shelf up from 
the floor, but she drew her hand back very quickly. She hadn’t asked if she could play with Abi- 
gale’s toys. 


“T can...can I play with them?” Tally asked, as she looked at the tall wall full of toys the likes of 
which she’d never seen before. All of her toys had been handmade. Somehow as Tally looked at 
the toys that lined the big thick wooden shelves, she knew these hadn’t been handmade. 


Abigail tilted her head to the side as she considered Tallulah. Charvel never asked if she could play 
with Abigail’s toys. It was kind of nice that Tallulah would ask her permission. Maybe...maybe 
having a sister wouldn’t be too bad. Not if she listened to everything Abigail said. “Uh, yeah. You 
can play with them. But you have to put them back where you found them!” 


Tally nodded her head more enthusiastically this time. She could do that. She could put back 
whatever she touched. That didn’t seem too hard. Maybe having a sister wasn’t going to be so bad. 


Abigail Bellweather hated having a sister. 


Especially a sister that was obsessed with feet and a sister that just up and disappeared whenever 
she felt like it in the middle of the night! 


Tallulah Aalto was no Bellweather, of that Abigail was sure. 


What was she supposed to do now!? She was only five years old and even she knew that you 
weren’t supposed to just up and disappear in the middle of the night! Especially without telling 
someone! What was wrong with this girl? Was she missing a few screws? Did her people let their 
kids wander around in the middle of the night and do whatever they wanted? Were they not 
civilized? 


“Charvel!” Abigail hissed as she shook at her older cousin’s shoulder. Charvel was ten. She had to 
know what to do, because Abigail didn’t know what to do. She’d looked all over the house—and the 
house was huge-and she hadn’t found Tallulah anywhere. Not even in her favorite hiding spots 
when they played hide and seek. 


Because, sometimes, sometimes(!) , when Tallulah wasn’t disappearing in the middle of the night it 
was sometimes nice to have a sister. 


But not right now. Right now it was the worst thing ever to have a sister! 


“Charvel! Wake up!” Abigail insisted as she shook Charvel’s shoulders harder, tossing her about, 
and still she wouldn’t wake up. “CHARVEL!” Abigail screamed right into Charvel’s ear. 


That finally woke her. 


Charvel jumped up and started flapping her arms and feet like a fish as she landed back on her 
mattress and tried to wake up from her sleep. 


“You sleep like the dead. It’s scary.” Abigail crossed her arms as she looked at her cousin 
impatiently. “You need to get up. Now .” 


“What...what the... Abigail? What the hell? What’s going on? Why are you screaming at me? 
Goddess...what time is it?” Charvel asked a million and one questions as she looked around to see 
that it was still dark outside her window. 


“Tallulah is missing.” 


“Huh?” Charvel rubbed at her eyes, not really understanding what was going on. She just knew she 
might want to strangle her younger cousin for waking her up from having a lovely dream about 
flying. 


“Tallulah. The weird foot girl?” 

Charvel yawned, “Your sister and my cousin...yeah...what about her?” 
Abigail rolled her eyes, “She’s missing |” 

Charvel blinked and then, “WHAT!?” 


Abigail winced at the screech. “She’s gone. I looked all over the house. Even where she likes to 
hide during hide and seek. She’s gone. I can’t find her.” 


“She’s...she’s gone? How long has she been gone? Where did she go?” 
Abigail puffed out an agitated breath, “I don’t know. If I knew , she wouldn’t be missing!” Duh! 
Charvel glared at Abigail as she caught on to her cousin's snark. “Did you tell your mom or dads?” 


Abigail looked down to the floor, ““Nooo....” Because if she told the adults Tallulah might get in 
trouble or they might send her away and as not fun as it was to have a sister right now, Abigail 
kinda liked having Tallulah around. She was nice and fun and she complimented Abigail like, all 
the time. And it was nice to have someone to talk to and that made her laugh and thought she was 
funny and like, the best thing ever! Like Abigail thought Charvel was the best, but Tallulah 
thought of HER like that, and it was, well it was nice. Abigail’s eyes watered. She didn’t want her 
mom and dads to send Tallulah away. 


Charvel sighed, great. “And you checked the whole house?” 


“Yes. Twice! She’s not here!” Abigail was starting to get worried rather than angry. “What do we 
do?” 


Charvel didn’t want to get Tally in any kind of trouble but if Abigail looked around the house twice 
and hadn’t found her, then she really wasn’t in the house. Abigail was a beast when it came to hide 
and seek and she left no couch cushion unturned when it came to finding her targets. 


“Then she’s probably not in the house. We need to go looking for her outside.” Charvel frowned. It 
wasn’t all that warm at night yet. “Was her jacket missing too?” Abigail shook her head no. ““What 
about her shoes?” Abigail shook her head no again and this time Charvel could make out the 
sparkle of her tears as the moonlight shone into the room. Charvel wrapped Abigail tight into her 
arms as she sat on the edge of her bed. “We’ ll find her. Come on. Let's go get our shoes and jackets 
and we’ll take hers too. If she’s not on the main grounds then we’ II have to tell the adults.” 


Abigail nodded, sniffling and trying not to cry. Bellweathers weren’t supposed to be scared. They 
weren’t supposed to cry. But she was scared and she was crying because what if Tallulah was gone 
forever? What if Tallulah had left because she didn’t like Abigail? What if she was lost and didn’t 
know how to get back home? 


Abigail grabbed at Charvel’s arm, “Charvel please, we can’t!” 


“We have to!! It’s almost dawn and we’ ve been looking for Tallulah for hours. It’s too cold out. 
We need to tell the adults.” 


“But Grandma Minerva will send her back to where she came from!” Abigail dug her heels into the 
soil and tried to hold Charvel back from going into the house to tell the adults that Tallulah was 
missing. Her nose was running and red and she was freezing but they couldn’t tell the adults. They 
had to find Tallulah themselves! 


“No she won’t.” Charvel didn’t tell Abigail that where Tallulah came from didn’t really exist 
anymore. 


Sure...the adults would be mad but they’d eventually not be mad. It was better for them to be mad 
and them find Tallulah than for them not to be mad and they never found Tallulah. 


"Please...” 


“T’m sorry, Abs. We have to tell them. Tallulah could be lost and hurt. We need their help. ’'m 
not...[’m not big enough for this.” Charvel hated to admit it but she was only ten years old. She 
could handle a lot and she was capable and she was the older cousin. But this? This she didn’t 
know how to handle. 


“What!?” Petra Bellweather’s voice made the whole house shake as she shot up in bed. The world 
around them booming with a rolling crash of thunder. The sound of her voice and thunder were 
sure to have woken everyone else with the work and honest to goodness fear that was laced in it. 
“What do you mean Tallulah is gone ?” 


Abigail hid behind Charvel as Charvel stood as tall as she could, she was still wearing her jacket 
and dirty shoes from their trek all around the Bellweather estate. She squared her shoulders, like 
she saw her mom and aunty do all the time when they spoke with an angry Minerva, and she 
explained what was happening. 


“T mean, Abigail and I have looked everywhere for her. Tallulah is gone. Abigail woke up and she 
was gone. We thought she was hiding. But we looked around the whole house and we couldn’t find 
her. Then we went outside and she isn’t anywhere on the grounds either.” Charvel and Abigail’s 


noses were red and sniffly from being out in the cold night air for so long looking for Tallulah. 
“Oh my goddess...” Petra ran her hands through her hair. 


Tallulah was gone. She was gone!? Petra didn’t believe it. No. Tallulah wouldn’t have run away. 
No! 


Petra jumped up from bed and raced from her own rooms, leaving her husbands and Charvel and 
Abigail behind as she went to check Abigail and Tallulah’s bedroom. 


Abigail and Charvel followed quickly behind her. As did Eli and Marcus. Petra stared at the empty 
bedroom, the empty bed that should have held a sleeping redhead. There was no lump under the 
blankets nor the soft sputtering sounds of Tallulah sleeping, safe and sound in her bed. The bed was 
empty, except for Tallulah’s doll, which was tucked into the blanket at the head of the bed next to 
the pillow. Tallulah’s pink shoes were at the edge of the bed, just sticking out as well. 


“Oh goddess...she doesn’t even have her shoes!” Petra cupped her hand over her mouth and felt 
strong arms wrap around her from behind. 


What...what was she supposed to do? Where would Tallulah have gone? Alone?! 


“Breathe, Petra. Breathe. We’ ll find her.” Marcus promised, noting that Eli was already moving 
down the hallway to get Victor, who was sleeping in his own room this evening. 


Petra felt her face flush as panic settled in around her. The world around them all rumbled again as 
thunder boomed outside. This wasn’t like a war situation. This was a child. A five year old child 
that did not understand modern technology and barely spoke English. A child who had just up and 
left the house! Hours ago. A child that had watched the massacre of her family and everyone she 
knew, the destruction of her home, who had been burned and injured and who was gone! Tallulah 
was gone! 


Petra felt her fear bubble into anger. Why hadn’t the wards gone off? The wards were set to alert 
Petra when any of the children left the grounds. But if by the chilled looks to Charvel and 
Abigail’s faces were to be believed, they’d looked all over the grounds and hadn’t found Tallulah. 


“T...I need to call...’ Willa. Petra needed to call Willa. Willa would know where Petra should be 
looking. 


Oh Goddess, what if Tallulah had decided to go and look for Willa? 


What if she had left? 
What if she was so unhappy here she had decided to run away to find Willa Collar!? 


Marcus’ voice was soothing, calm, even, how she should be but how she couldn’t seem to make 
herself. “Call whomever you need. We’re going to go start looking. Victor can start scrying for 
Tallulah immediately. We’ll find her.” Marcus promised, squeezing Petra in a tight hug and kissed 
her forehead before he went to get dressed so he could begin looking for their wayward daughter. 


“Girls, come. Tell me where you’ ve searched.” Marcus opened his arm and gestured for Charvel 
and Abigail to come with him, leaving Petra to call whomever she needed to call. 


Petra moved over to Tallulah’s bed and picked up the doll, the one that Tallulah’s mother had 
given her for her birthday last year, the only gift beyond a family charm that Tallulah had from her 
mother. From her home. It was still here. On the bed. 


Oh goddess, what if Tallulah hadn’t gone willingly? 
What if she had been taken!? 


There were some unhappy witches in the Chinese and Indian armies over Tallulah’s adoption. 
Their anger stemmed from their own greed and what they thought of as righteousness, as if their 
plans for Tallulah was any purer than Sarah Alder’s. As if Sarah Alder would have taken Tallulah 
just for her songs. It had been Sarah’s intention to let the Chinese and Indian Generals fight over 
the girl until Petra had gone into her tent and stated that she, Petra Bellweather, was officially 
requesting permission to adopt Tallulah Aalto. The shock on General Alder’s face had been 
amusing—or would have been if Petra hadn’t felt like she was going to be sick. 


Sarah had shown honest worry over Petra’s request, asking if she had spoken to her husbands and 
Minerva (Minerva was the real worry) and Abigail. When she had hesitated, Sarah had promised 
that they could ensure Tallulah was safe and well cared for, that Petra did not need to take Tallulah 
in as her ward. The only thing Petra had needed to do was ask Sarah what she would do if it were 
Anacostia Quartermaine, the newest fosterling that Sarah had taken in as her own, that the Chinese 
and Indian Generals wanted to take for themselves. The stiffness in Sarah’s shoulders spoke 
volumes. They both knew that the only reason the Generals from China and India wanted Tallulah 
was the Urbinie songs. Songs Petra didn’t care the slightest bit about. 


Petra knew that Sarah’s support of her adopting Tallulah had cost Sarah many political allies and 
many favors. It indebted Petra to Sarah in a way she didn’t want to be, but had accepted because 
she knew—even then—that taking Tallulah into her family was the right thing. 


Maybe...maybe she had been wrong. 


A storm brewed outside as Petra’s anxiety and anger grew. Whomever dared come into her home 
and take her child was going to pay severely. 


Petra clutched at Tallulah’s doll as she sat on the edge of her bed. Focus. She needed to focus. 


‘Willa...’ Petra called through farspeech, dropping her head low so she could breathe in the scent 
that clung to Tallulah’s doll. ‘Willa...answer me.’ 


‘Wha...Major General...what? What’s going on?’ Willa sounded as sleepy as Petra had been a few 
minutes ago. Goddess, had it only been a few minutes? It felt like hours! 


‘T’ve...Tallulah, she’s...’ 


‘What?! What’s happened? Is she alright? Petra, Petra...!’ Willa sounded as panicked as Petra 
felt. 


Petra bit her bottom lip to keep it from trembling, ‘She’s gone missing.’ It was quiet through the 
link for a moment. A very long, gut wrenching moment. The calm before the storm. 


‘MISSING! ?’ Willa screeched through the connection. ‘HOW, how the fuck does that happen 
Petra!? You have servants and THREE husbands. How did you lose a five year old!?” 


Petra winced as Willa’s rage filtered in through her raised voice. Her head rang from the yell. 
‘Where would she go?’ 


‘Where would she go? How, how the hell am I supposed to know Petra! ? I don’t live with you to 
know where she’d like to go! I’m in the Cession with my own kid and my one husband. Both of 
whom aren’t MISSING!’ 


‘Willa...please.’ Petra pleaded for mercy, for understanding, for help and salvation. 


‘FUCK!’ Willa yelled again and Petra knew the woman was probably tossing a pillow or 
something to try and alleviate some of her pent up anger and fear and anxiety. Willa was hundreds 
of miles away and unable to help, yet Petra needed her now more than ever. “Okay. Okay... 
uhhh...’ Willa calmed down, ‘How long has she been missing?’ 


‘A few hours...Abigail woke up and she was gone.’ 

‘And she left on her own? This isn’t some kind of abduction?’ 

Petra shook her head, even as the pit in her stomach tripled, ‘I have wards to protect against that.’ 
‘And don’t you have wards to alert you for your kids leaving their rooms at night?’ 

‘The house, yes.’ Not their rooms. 

‘And did that go off?’ 

Petra frowned, ‘No.’ 

‘So, could it be an abduction?’ Willa asked again. 

Petra felt sick to her stomach, ‘Possibly.’ 


‘Goddess be damned, Petra. Call the police. The civilian police and the military police. Now! Even 
if she’s just gone wandering. Call them now. I'm. I’m on my way. I'll be there as soon as I can get 
a flight to you.’ 


‘That, you...’ 


‘Raelle and I were supposed to come next week. Our trip will just be pushed up. Ed won’t be able 
to come or get the time off this week, but Raelle and I will be there as soon as we can be.’ Willa 
took a deep breath, “Breathe, Petra. And find our girl.’ 


Petra nodded even though she knew Willa could not see her, nor could she hear her response as 
their connection was severed. Petra had actual phonecalls to make and she would need Edith to 
make some calls for the military police. Goddess, what a mess! 


Abigail and Charvel sat on the ledge of the stairs, listening from their perch as Petra, Marcus, Eli, 
Victor, Edith, and Minerva spoke with both civilian police as well as military police. 


Minerva was angry and blustering up a wicked storm. But nothing compared to the sudden 
downpour over their house that was a result of Petra’s emotions. The lightning kept flashing and 
thunder crashed so loud the glass of the windows trembled and caused Abigail to flinch each time. 


“Do you know where she would go?” The officer asked. 


“How are we supposed to know? The girl has only been with us for a month!” Minerva waved off 
the civilian officer, turning instead to the military police. 


“Have you scryed for her?” This seemed to make Minerva calm. 


“Yes, of course. She is nowhere on the property and her work signature is not like ours, the scry 
did not pick up on her essence at all.” Victor informed the Captain that had been sent to help them 
locate Tallulah. 


“Her name, what does she go by?” 
“Tallulah.” Petra whispered, swallowing down bile. “Tallulah Aalto.” 
“Not Bellweather?” The female officer, Maggie something, asked kindly. 


Petra frowned, she had not wanted to take Tallulah’s name from her, the last vestiges of her family, 
her history, her birthright. Though she would happily tell anyone that asked the girl was hers, a 
Bellweather. “No, she...she still goes by her family name.” 


“And yet you adopted her...a month ago? From where?” The male officer, Something-or-Other 
Peters, looked put off at the idea of them adopting anyone. Witches, witches being allowed to 
adopt anyone. Because they weren’t just witches , but they were Bellweathers . 


The hostility and obvious bigotry set all of the Bellweather’s present on edge. 


“T don’t like him.” Abigail glared darkly at the officer from her perch, her tiny hands fisted at her 
sides. Charvel’s own hands were tight and she didn't like the man much either but she rubbed one 
hand on Abigail’s back to keep her cousin calm. 


“Yes...” Petra grit her teeth as she stared at the male officer. She would deal with the civilian 
authorities just to ensure that her mother did not kill them. Though with his condescending stares, 
Petra was seconds away from killing him herself. 


Edith put a calming hand on Petra and pushed her younger sister behind her, where Eli and Marcus 
could wrap her up in their comfort and keep her from attacking the imbecile police officer. He 
obviously lacked a self-preservation instinct. 


“T don’t see what that has to do with any of this. She was adopted from another country. We have 
the paperwork. We didn’t steal the child. Witches haven’t done that since Hansel and Gretel.” 
Edith cracked a menacing smile as she watched the officer’s eyes widen, yes. Yes, they had caught 
his condescending tone and now he knew none of them were happy about it. He looked nervously 
at the shaking windows. “She is our blood now. She is five years old and she is missing. She 
doesn’t understand English or technology all that well.” 


“You’ve searched the property? All of it?” Officer Peters stared at his notepad unwilling to meet 
their eyes just yet. 


Edith put on a fake smile, “Yes. We wouldn’t have called if we hadn’t.” 


Maggie put her hand on Peters shoulder and pulled him back, giving him a pointed look. When she 
looked back to the family of witches she had a calmer, more pacifying face. “She hasn’t done this 
before?” 


Edith shook her head, “No. No, she always stays close or with one of us.” 
“Do you think this could be a kidnapping?” 
“Pfft...”” Minerva scuffed, “We have protections for such civilian things!” 


Edith ignored her mother, ““We don’t think so. We think she wandered off on her own. But once 


she was off the property she could have been taken.” Edith stated pointedly looking at her mother, 
as the protections they had on their home only reached out to a certain point and if Tallulah had 
gone past them in her midnight stroll, then she could have been taken by a stranger. 


The verbalized possibility made Petra whimper. The sound finally seemed to cut through Officer 
Peters black cold heart as his eyes softened as he looked at Petra. Finally seeing a worried and 
scared mother rather than a witch. 


“Does she have any friends?” Officer Peters asked as he looked at all of those around him. 
“Not local. They...” They had all died. But he didn’t need to know that. “No.” 
“The ones that aren’t local. Would she try and see them?” 


Petra wanted to pull out her hair, “Maybe...she, but they’re in the Cession and Tallulah doesn’t 
know how to get there. She hates cars and planes. She isn’t familiar with technology; it still 
frightens and mystifies her.” 


“We have scouts already looking around the surrounding three mile radius.” Captain Veronica 
Clary, Nessa Clary’s younger sister, and a close friend of Petra’s, assured the Bellweathers. “We 
can coordinate with the civilian authorities, we just need to know which channel for your radios to 
contact you through.” Veronica went up to Officer Peters. “You and I can coordinate on this, yes, 
Officer Peters?” 


“Yes.” Officer Peters looked to Maggie who nodded to him. He left with Captain Clary, leaving 
Officer Maggie Henderson to continue asking the family questions. 


Maggie reviewed the questions that they had already asked. “Is there anyplace that she’s wanted to 
go? Shown any interest in? When not on the property?” 


Petra and the adults all thought about that question for a moment. 


“The beach.” Everyone in the main room turned to stare out the doorway and towards the stairs 
where the small voice had come from. Petra and Edith both made their way to the doorway and 
stared down the hallway and up the stairs at their daughters. 


Petra called up to her daughter, ““What was that, Abigail?” 


“Tally, Tallulah...” The adults called her Tallulah, “She, she keeps talking about going to the 
beach. She keeps asking but we haven’t gone yet.” Abigail said, clutching at her knees her eyes 
downcast as she spoke. “She asked again tonight before dinner.” 


“She’s right!” Marcus gasped, “I keep promising to bring them but the weather hasn’t been great, 
but it’s the only place she keeps asking to go to.” 


Petra turned an accusing eye to her husband, she knew it was unfair but a part of her was angry that 
he hadn’t already thought of this and shared it with them before they’d had to debase themselves 
and call the civilian authorities. 


“The beach. We’Il send a patrol there now.” Maggie was already pulling up her radio to relay the 
information. 


“Tm going.” Petra stated immediately. 


“It would be better if you stay here just in case someone...tries to contact you.” 


“Someone being a kidnapper?” Petra asked, and felt her vision blur for a moment as she felt the 
world tilt and twist. A kidnapper. With her Tallulah. No. No. No! 


Petra was not sitting here. She was going and she would kill anyone that touched a single hair on 
her daughter’s head. 


“My husbands and mother will stay here. I am going.” Petra straightened up to her full height, her 
words leaving no room for Officer Henderson to say anything contrary again. 


“Just... mean no disrespect. But if you come with me. Can you...” Officer Henderson looked at 
the windows and the downpour. “Can you make sure our visibility is clear?” 


Petra took a deep breath, focusing, her hands visibly shaking as she calmed herself. Once the rain 
had stopped she opened her eyes, “Yes.” 


Officer Henderson stared in a bit of awe, which she shook away quickly, “Then let’s go.” 


END Chapter 2 
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Chapter 3 


Tally stood shivering by the water. She rubbed at her arms and tried to warm them. The breeze by 
the ocean was cold here. Much too cold. She had not expected it to be so cold. This was not like 
home. The water by home was warm and the breeze a nice refreshing touch. But not here. Here it 
was cold and bitter and it was not a nice feeling. 


The sand was not warm from being under the sun all day and the water was not as clear or as 
beautiful as it was at home either. So much was different here. So so much. 


It was pretty with the full moon shining down on the water, making it sparkle and shimmer, but it 
was still different. Just like everything else in this new place, it was different. It was not like 
home. 


Tally had wanted to go to the water. Hmmm, no, it wasn’t that she wanted to go to the water. She 
had been dreaming about the water and she had been called. The Goddess had called her, told her to 
come. Whispered in her ear that she was to come to the water to meet her, and Tally could not 
refuse. She was led down the long winding roads away from the Bellweather house as if pulled by 
a string. Her eyes unseeing in the night around her but her feet and heart were led to where she was 
needed, where she was meant to be. 


Though what pulled her here, it didn’t look like a string though. Tally saw it. It was a beautiful 
glowing silver-blue tether wrapped around her waist and chest and led away-away-away from her 
new sister and new cousin and Petra Bellweather. The tether looked like the work that she saw the 
witches perform. But it felt more familiar than their work, it felt like home. 


Tally stood by the shoreline, staring down at the dark water and watched as her feet were 
swallowed by the chilled water and then sunk low into the sand. The ripples wrapping around her 
and spreading out before they were washed away until the water returned once again. 


Tally hummed softly as she watched the water. Tonight was the last night of the full moon, and 
what should have been the festival where her people prayed and worshiped the Goddess. 


Tally smiled, even as her whole body shivered with chill bumps at the cold of the water. She was 
here. She had made it. But Tally did not know what to do now. She did not see the Goddess. She 
did not see a large bonfire, she did not have any sacrifice to provide the Goddess from the earth, 
sky, and sea. She had nothing to offer in respect to the Goddess. 


“T’m sorry.” Tally whispered to the air in front of her, speaking in her native tongue as she stared 
out at soft glimmering moonlight along the water. “I do not have anything to offer you, Goddess.” 


Tally’s eyes sunk low to watch as the waves bathed over her sunken feet once more, the frothiness 
of the water catching along her ankles. 


“T miss home. I miss Mama and the elders. I even miss Verona.” Tally sniffled as she felt tears burn 
the corners of her eyes, her nose twitching. “I do not understand why they are gone. Why I am still 
here and I cannot see them again. I do not understand death. Why must people die?” Tally asked 
the seafoam and the bubbles along her feet. “I have met new people. They have been kind. The 
Bellweathers. I think they are good people. They call themselves witches. Their songs are strange. 
But they are not like the bad men. They protect and heal. They do not hurt and destroy. I like them. 
But I miss Urbina. I miss the villages, and the woods, and the lava pits and the falcon crest 
waterfall. I miss home.” Tally’s chin wobbled, “I miss Mama.” Tally’s tears fell as she lifted a 
trembling cold hand up to wipe them away. 


“T know my child. Urbina misses you as well.” 


Tally froze as she felt a soft touch to her cheek, wiping away the tears she had missed. She looked 
up and gasped as in front of her was one of the most beautiful woman she had ever seen. Whose 
eyes were the color of shimmering sea as blue as the ocean under a summer’s day, and yet there 
was just something missing with their color that Tally could not place. 


The woman’s hair was as dark as the ocean during a moonless night, black and yet shimmered and 
curled like a wave. She was bathed in the ethereal light of the moon. She did not look solid, rather 
she looked as if she were made up of only moonlight. Yet as her hand came close Tally could feel 
it touch her cheek and steal away her tears. 


Amphitrite, Goddess of the Sea, smiled softly as she stared at Tallulah. “Hello, Tallulah. My 
beautiful chosen one.” 


Tally gasped, knowing that this was the Goddess herself and she was staring into her eyes! Tally 
could hear her mother hiss about disrespect, that she needed to show respect! Drop her eyes and 
bow! 


Tally dropped her head and fell to her knees, sinking into the wet sand as the waves washed against 
them and then retreated back into the sea. Tally clasped her hands to her chest and bowed her head 
low. She had seen the elders do this during the festival, the water usually overcame them and 
soaked them from head to toe as they whispered their prayers of thanks. 


Tallulah had never done this before but she had never seen the Goddess before either. 


"No, no child.” Amphitrite shook her head as she kneeled down in front of Tally, the waves from 
the water broke and no longer lapped up towards them, as if there was a wall that protected them. 


Tally swallowed as she felt that moonlit hand touch her skin again, this time under her chin forcing 
her to look up. The hand was warm, so much warmer than Tally’s own skin felt after being out in 
the night air for so long. 


“None of this. You need not bow to me, child.” Amphitrite pulled Tally up from the sand so they 
were both standing. Tally had to look up as Amphitrite was very tall. 


“You are very pretty.” 


Amphitrite laughed and the sound of it was like the calming sound of the water during a calm 
night, a sound that could reach over miles and miles and soothe souls. It brought peace. “Oh my 
Tallulah, you are beautiful beyond measure. Inside and out, my beloved child.” 


Tally felt her eyes water at the soft words. Her mother used to whisper that into her ears as she held 
her before bed. Amphitrite continued, repeating words Tally had heard countless times before from 
her Mama. “You are so loved Tallulah. You have been loved before you were born and even now 
you are loved. Blessed.” 


Tally sniffled, trying not to cry as she thought of her Mama. Moonlit arms wrapped tightly around 
her and a kiss was placed to the crown of her head as if the Goddess knew why she was so sad. 


“You are blessed by the sea and moon. All my domains will bend to you should you ever need 
them.” 


Oh...well...Tally did not know what that meant. What were the Goddess’ domains? But she 
figured it was important to make sure she showed her gratitude for such a gift. 


“Uhm...thank you...” 


Amphitrite smiled as she nuzzled into Tally’s hair. “I am so sorry that I could not protect you from 
the reaches of fate. But I will be here for you now. I will not leave you. I will always be here. Just 
as the Urbinie will be there with you. Here.” Amphitrite put her hand over Tally’s chest, over her 
heart, and Tally felt a strong pulse leave the moonlit palm and felt a new kind of warmth envelope 
her chest. It was nice. Pleasant. It warmed her from the inside out. “We are there. And we are 
here.” The Goddess touched Tally’s head with the tip of her index finger and Tally gasped, as the 
world around her swam with new colors and her mind filled with so so much more than it had been 
filled with before. “Your mother gifted you with all you will need know of my beloved children, 
your people, but know I will gift you with my love and protection. I will be here to walk you 
through life, so long as you honor me.” 


“Yes, yes, I will. I will honor you. I will. I am sorry I could not. I, I did not know how to start a fire 
and I did not have any gifts to present! And I got lost but I found the sea. I found you.” Tally 
nodded her head eagerly. She would never stop honoring her Goddess. Never! 


“You did find me, child. And I will always find you.” Amphitrite promised. “When you are older, I 
will return you to your home, your rightful place.” 


Tally nodded her head, yes. Yes, she would return to Urbina with the Goddess, as she was meant to. 
She would miss the Bellweatherrs, but she would be going home. Why did that make her heart 


hurt? 


Amphitrite looked over Tally’s shoulder and glared off into the distance. Her grip on Tally 
tightened and she pulled her closer. Tally looked over her own shoulder to see who was coming, 
but Tally did not see a human like her. She saw a wisp of color, a reflection of sorts in the air that 
almost looked red and black and sparkled and flashed like lightning. Tally whimpered at the sight 
and fell heavier into Amphitrite’s arms. Which tightened around her and promised her endless 
safety. 


Amphitrite spoke to Tally but stared at the menacing flickering of red and black, “You are mine, 
child. My chosen. You will always be blessed by me. Fear not the storm and fury. For you are the 
crystalline calm, the tranquil tide, the crest, and the wrath of the sea.” 


Tally did not understand what that meant. She looked back to ask the Goddess what she meant but 
when she turned the moonlit form of the Goddess was gone. Tally blinked, where, where did she 
go? 


Tally turned back to the ominous shadow of flashing red and black but it too was gone. She was 
alone on the shoreline, her feet suddenly bathed once again with the sea water. But this time it did 
not cause her to shiver with it’s chill, but to sigh with the warmth of it. 


By the time the moon began to set and the sun began brightening the horizon with it’s warm colors 
Tally was shivering again. As per tradition Tally, like the Urbinie before her, stayed at the sea until 
the moon disappeared. She could return back to the Bellweather house soon. The moon was almost 
completely gone. But it was cold again. The water along her feet was still warm but the air was 
chilled and left her shivering and rubbing at her arms. She almost wanted to go swim in the water 
as it was so warm and inviting. But she knew it would be even colder when she got out of the 
water. 


Only a bit more. Just a bit more. 


Tally smiled softly as she watched the sun rise. Her time with the sea and the Goddess was coming 
to an end. 


Tally took a deep breath, breathing in the salt air of the ocean and relished the touch of the waves 
along her feet for a few more moments. 


Tally was sad that she had to leave now. She would much rather stay close to the sea. A part of her 
heart was always calling for her to remain within reach of the water. Even back on Urbina her heart 
had brought her to the water at all hours of the day, no matter what she was meant to be doing or 
where she was meant to be. But she had to return back to the Bellweather home now. Before 
anyone woke up and realized she was gone. 


Tally stood up slowly, her sleep shorts wet from sitting in the wet sand of the shoreline. Tally 
bowed to the sea and giggled when from the softly glowing pale sunlight out in the distance a 
dolphin broke through the glassy water and called out to her in farewell. Tally waved to the dolphin 
and felt her heart leap as high as the dolphin did. 


Tally frowned as she rubbed at her arms and continued to walk along the road that had led her from 
the Bellewather house to the beach. Her feet were pruny and every step hurt as she did not have any 
shoes to protect against the gravel of the black road. Her teeth would not stop chattering either. 


“Tallulah!” Tally blinked as she shot her eyes up from watching her feet take one-two-three steps 
forward. 


Was the Goddess back? She looked around but did not see the moonlit form of Amphitrite 
anywhere in sight, just the underbrush along the side of the road that was leading her back to the 
Bellweather house. “TALLULAH!” 


She turned and looked towards where her name was being called. Where was it coming from? It 
sounded like it was everywhere. Tally looked in the air around her trying to search for the sound. 


“TALLULAH!” 


Oh. Tally smiled as she recognized that voice and could feel the touch of the work in the air as her 
name was called upon it. The sound reverberated all around her as the work projected her name 
down the road. Latched onto her and wrapped around her tightly. 


Petra Bellweather. 


“Petra Bellweather!” Tally called back upon the air, using a work from her own people. Her smile 
was big and bright. She had so much to share with Petra! So much to tell her. The Goddess had 
come to her. She had been to the sea. She had seen a dolphin. She was the Goddesses chosen. She 
would always be connected to her people. She would always have them in her head and her heart. 
She would get to go home when the time was right, when she was older she could go home! And 
maybe Petra and Abi-gale and Charvel could come with her. 


Tally’s steps picked up their pace as she tried to find where Petra was. The sound had come from 
this way, Tally could see the ripples of it coming right towards her. Her own call splicing right 
through the ripples to reach out and find Petra. 


Tally bent her knees and walked up the hill and smiled wide when she saw Petra Bellweather 
getting out of a car at the bottom of the hill. “Petra Bellweather!” Tally called out as she waved one 
hand and then another as she beamed at the older woman. 


“TALLULAH!” 


Tally frowned as Petra stumbled and tripped in her haste to run up the hill. But she was up and 
running to Tally in moments, her face set in a way that Tally did not recognize. But...oh. Were 
those tears? Oh no. Why was Petra Bellweather crying? 


Tally opened her arms and let herself be scooped up into Petra’s arms and squeezed so tight she 
couldn’t breathe. Tally wrapped her arms around Petra’s neck and held on tight. Patting her head 
and nuzzling into her neck. “No cry Petra Bellweather. Everything is okay. The goddess has 
promised it.” Tally assured. 


Petra whimpered, Talulah was so cold. Petra put her own jacket around Tallulah, it dwarfed her but 
would warm her cold skin. Goddess...Tallulah’s lips were practically blue! 


With Tally balanced on her hip Petra rubbed up and down her arms to try and generate more heat. 
Tally sighed as she snuggled into the warm jacket. She was safe in Petra Bellweather’s arms and 
she was warm in her jacket. She suddenly felt very sleepy. 


“Tallulah. Tallulah. What...oh...what were you...thinking? Where were you? Why did you 
leave?” 


Tally frowned, “I went to see the Goddess of the sea. It was the festival of the Moon. I needed to 
honor her. I did not wish to wake you Petra Bellweather or Marcus or Victor or Eli. Abi-gale was 
sleeping and the sea was calling. I had to go to the sea.” 


Petra listened as Tally rambled on about the festival of the moon and needing to honor the goddess 
between her chattering teeth. Oh, oh, this girl. This terribly sweet precious—heart wrenchingly 
terrifying—girl. Tally had gone to the sea to honor the goddess, to fulfill a festival of her people. 
Because Petra and her family hadn’t even asked why Tally wanted to go to the sea in the first 
place. They had just thought it a fixation. Marcus had said that Tally asked to go every day for a 
month. A month. 


Petra felt her heart clench in her chest. It had been a month that Tally was living with them, and 
Petra had never asked Tally about her people. She had never asked about their religion and if there 
were festivals or traditions that Tally would want to keep. Petra knew of Tally’s diet and had 
incorporated that into their household but she had not asked more about Tally and her people. Petra 
had just brought her home and let her become acclimated to the life of a Bellweather. But Tally 
was not a United States witch. Tally was the only remaining witch from the Urbina Island. Tally 
was the last of her people who had a religion and a Goddess and festivals and traditions that Petra 
knew nothing about. And she had not bothered to ask. 


Not asking, Petra realized, would need to change. Because this? Tallulah disappearing in the 
middle of the night to honor her Goddess, would not and could not happen again. It would surly put 
Petra into an early grave if it were to happen again. 


Next time, Petra would go with Tally and she too would honor her daughter’s Goddess. She would 
learn from her daughter of the people and traditions that Tallulah had lost. Because it was the least 
Petra could do to ensure that Tallulah did not lose that part of her heritage and history. 


Petra slowly kneeled down on the ground and put Tally down, until she noticed her bare feet. Petra 
picked Tally back up and turned back to the car, where Captain Clary was already making the 
appropriate calls to inform the other scouts and civilian authorities that they had found Tallulah. 


Once Tally was in the car, Petra grabbed a blanket and wrapped Tally up in it. There would be time 
to talk with Tally about all of this later. To explain in no uncertain terms that Tallulah could not, 
and would not ever do this again! How frightened she had been, how all of them had been. If she 
needed to guilt Tallulah into following this rule to keep her safe Petra would do it. She’d learned 
from Minerva Bellweather after all. But that would come later. 


First she needed a healer to see to her daughter’s health. 


“Where is she?!” 


Petra sighed as she was pushed aside and watched as a short haired blonde Fixer tore through the 
foyer of her home and stopped as she found there were multiple doorways and a stairwell as an 
option for her to tear through. 


Willa Collar cradled a sleeping blonde haired child in her arms as she spun her neck around, 


looking from one doorway to the other. 


Goddess, how many fucking rooms did this mansion have? Willa sighed, turning back to Petra with 
an impatient huff, “Well?” 


“It’s a pleasure to see you too, Willa. Welcome to my home.” 


Willa ground her teeth as she stared at Petra. Noting for the first time how sluggish Petra’s 
movements were, the dark circles under her eyes and how drawn she truly seemed to be. Willa 
sucked in a slow breath, calming her racing heart. “I’m...sorry. Thank you for welcoming us into 
your home.” With formalities done, “Where is Tallulah?” 


“She is sleeping.” Willa’s continued stare had Petra sighing, “This way.” Petra led Willa up the 
stairs. 


They went to the western wing of the house where the master suites resided. Petra pushed a door 
fully open that revealed a large master bedroom with two fireplaces, a sitting area on one side of 
the room and a large California king sized bed between two large windows. 


Willa froze as all the eyes in the room turned towards her. And there were many many pairs of 
eyes. Three sets in particular came from the three Bellweather husbands that Willa had never met 
but heard of, and eyes that sparkled and shined as richly as Petra’s did from a woman only slightly 
older looking than her Commanding Officer. That would be Edith, Petra’s older sister, the one 
Willa had heard both good and bad things about since she was a young outcross witch in basic that 
had the (mis)fortune of being unit mates with Petra Bellweather. Willa had met Edith once before 
and she’d had the true displeasure of meeting Minerva as well, but it seemed the matriarch of the 
family was not present. Good. Willa wasn’t sure she could handle Minerva Bellweather right 

now. 


“Hello.” Willa greeted the adults that all turned to look at her, two of the three husbands standing 
from their seated positions around one of the fireplaces. They all bowed their head in greeting and 
she did the same. 


Edith just waved a weary and tired hand in greeting while she remained seated. 


“You must be, Willa Collar. Welcome to our home. Would you like me to take you and your 
daughter to the guest room we’ ve made up for you?” Marcus asked as he came to greet Petra’s... 
friend. 


Willa looked down to the head of blonde hair resting on her shoulder. She hesitated as she looked 
at the large bed and saw stark red hair splayed out along white pillowcases. The little body hidden 
beneath the fluffy comforter. She hesitated even more. Willa wanted to make sure that Tallulah 
was alright. But Raelle needed to be settled as well. 


Petra put a reassuring hand on Willa’s shoulder-the one not occupied by Raelle. “She’s fine. She’s 
been seen by a Fixer. Ah...” Petra stopped Willa from saying anything, “I know you will want to 
see for yourself. You can. But first...” 


“Willa?” 
The conversing women turned at the confused and sleepy sound of Tallulah Aalto. 


Tally gasped, “Willa Collar!” Tally called out loudly as she sat up, struggling to get out from under 


the two sets of arms, one from Charvel Bellweather and the other from Abigail Bellweather, that 
weighed her down. “Willa Collar! Uhh...” Tally tried to move but was stuck. “Abi-gale, wake up. 
Abi-gale, wake up!” Tally shook at Abigail’s shoulder to wake up her sleepy sister. “Willa Collar 
is here!” Tally vibrated with pure excitement as she wiggled and wriggled her way out from under 
Abigail and Charvel and the heavy blanket. Tally raced on shaky legs across the large bed, only 
stopping when she stood tall at the very edge of it. Seemingly noticing the body that Willa Collar 
held against her chest. 


“Ts this Raelle Collar?” Tally asked with wide hopeful eyes, as she looked from Willa to Petra. 
Tally’s feet shifted, her weight moving right and left and her body sinking just a bit into the plush 
mattress as she did so. 


“Ma?” Raelle asked, groaning sleepily as she rubbed at her eyes with her closed fist. 


“Tallulah, go back to sleep.” Abigail groaned as she pulled the comforter up over her head to hide 
from Tally’s excitement. 


“But Abi-gale, Willa Collar and Raelle Collar are here. They are here early.” Tally’s eyes 
scrunched up, “Why are you here early?” Tally asked. “Did Petra Bellweather tell you that I met 
the Goddess? That she came to me and told me I am her chosen?” 


Willa’s eyes widened and she looked from Tally’s beaming excited face to Petra’s bleary eyed half- 
shrug. It had only been a month but apparently in that month Tallulah Aalto had learned how to 
ramble in the cutest and rapid fire fashion Willa had ever seen. 


“Nah, no, No she hasn’t told me. You will have to tell me.” 


“T had to promise that I would not go to the beach by myself anymore. And I will keep promises. 
Promises are important. They are like oaths. Marcus and Eli Bellweather say so. Abi-gale—she also 
says I am not to make Petra Bellweather cry again or she is going to make me sorry. I do not like 
when Abi-gale is mad at me. So I will keep this promise. I do not like when Petra Bellweather 
cries either. It makes my heart hurt.” 


Willa looked through the corner of her eye at Petra, “Yes, it is important to keep your promises. 
Very important. And you do not want to make anyone cry if you can help it. Especially Petra.” 


“Yes...” Tally nodded her head up and down so quickly that Willa got dizzy on her behalf. 
“Ma...turn off the TV.” 


Edith and Marcus chuckled at Raelle’s demand for Willa to turn off a TV that wasn’t in fact on. 
Just the mouth that was moving a mile a minute in a way that none of them had ever seen or heard. 
Not in the last month. 


It was like Tallulah suddenly understood English in a way that she hadn’t the night before. And 
now that she could communicate more easily, it was all she wanted to do—was talk and talk and 
talk. 


“It’s okay, Rae. We’re at the Bellweather’s. Do you want to wake up and meet Tallulah?” 


“Tal-uus-ah?” Raelle sleepily inquired as she blinked her eyes open and turned her head to look 
around her. Her eyes, as the sleep left them, widening as she realized there were a lot of people 
around her and her mother who she didn’t know. 


“Hi, Raelle Collar! I am Tallulah Aalto.” Tally waved her hand back and forth so quick it was hard 


to actually see it moving back and forth at all. 


Raelle sunk back into her mother’s arms as she stared at the energetic redhead on the bed. “Rae... 
what do you say?” Willa asked of her daughter, lifting her a bit to jostle her to get her shy daughter 
to say something. 


“Hi.” Rae whispered, her face hiding back against Willa’s shoulder again. 
The simple greeting had Tally’s bright smile beaming even brighter, “Hi!” 


“Mom...make Tallulah be quiet. It’s too early!” Abigail complained as she sat up in bed. Her hair 
was Sticking up and frizzy from being under the covers. Her eyes widening when she realized there 
were two people she didn’t know standing at the end of the bed. And one of them was another little 
girl. 


Oh Goddess. She hoped her mother wasn’t adopting another orphan. Abigail didn’t know what she 
was going to do with the first new sister she had. They could hardly handle Tallulah, what were 
they going to do with another little girl? 


“Abi-gale!” Tallulah jumped up and fell down onto the bed on her knees, halfway between the edge 
of the bed and the top of it where Abigail was trying to slowly hide herself back under the 
comforter. 


Charvel just twisted about under the covers to put her back to Tally and Abigail. Snoring slightly as 
she remained fast asleep even through all the noise. Abigail was right, she could sleep like the 
dead. 


Tally gestured to Willa and Raelle as she held Abigail’s eyes. “This is Willa Collar and Raelle 
Collar! Willa is a healer. She heals things that hurt.” 


“Mom?” Abigail asked as she looked from Tallulah to her mother. 


“Willa and Raelle are going to be staying with us for awhile. Willa and I serve together.” Petra 
explained. 


“Oh. Okay.” Abigail sat up more fully with her back against the headboard of her parents’ bed, 
trying to look as presentable as possible. “It is a pleasure to meet you, welcome to our home.” 


“Thank you, Abigail.” Willa bowed her thanks and Raelle just awkwardly smiled and said, “Hi.” 
Again. Which made Tally giggle and repeat the greeting and even had Abigail grinning as she 
waved at Raelle and said ‘hi’ back. 


Petra grinned in pride at her daughter’s polite greeting. Though she noted how Tallulah looked at 
Abigail and then at Petra’s grinning face and seemed to piece something together faster than she 
would have been able to two days ago. 


“Oh. Is that a formal greeting? Have I been impolite?” Tallulah asked of Petra and Abigail. “I am 
sorry Willa Collar I did not mean to insult you.” 


Willa stepped closer to Petra as Tallulah apologized, “There is nothing to be sorry for, Tally.” 


“Tally?” Edith asked from where she still sat in the armchair by the fireplace, having watched in 
silence as Tallulah burned off an excess amount of energy that none of them could seem to 
explain. 


“Yes. Willa Collar calls me Tally. My Mama used to call me Tally.” Tallulah smiled, but the 
brightness in her eyes dimmed and the pull of her upwards grin flattened as she thought of her 
mother. 


“Would you like us to call you Tally or Tallulah?” Edith asked and watched as Tallulah thought 
about it. 


“That would be nice. For my new family to call me Tally. Yes. I would like that.” 


Edith’s eyes watered as she cleared her throat, suddenly overwhelmed for this bright bubbly girl to 
call her family. Her eyes were not the only ones wet with tears that none of them would let fall. 
After all. They were Bellweathers. 


Willa watched from the kitchen as Raelle sat at the dining room table beside Tally and across from 
Abigail and Charvel. The four youngsters had their own table. Willa was given a place at the head 

table—much to Minerva Bellweather’s displeasure to have her or Raelle in her home at all—with the 
rest of the adults. A seat she had abandoned to grab a moment alone with Petra who had come into 
the kitchen to get more coffee. 


“When in the world did Tally start talking this much...this well?” Willa asked as she kept looking 
back into the dinning room to keep an eye on her daughter and Tallulah. She felt her heart warm 
when she saw Raelle smile and laugh at something Tallulah said, even as Abigail rolled her eyes 
and Charvel grinned. 


“This...1s new. As is the energy. I don’t...” Petra wanted to pinch the bridge of her nose, but she 
kept the habit at bay. “Willa, I don’t know what happened. She ran off to the ocean for a festival of 
the moon that her people observed and she comes back and she keeps talking about how she saw 
her goddess and...and she’s different. She’s more aware, more attuned and she can understand and 
speak English fluently. She’s not struggling at all.” 


Willa didn’t understand half of what Petra was saying. It didn’t make sense. And it was obvious 
that Petra knew that. “But how is that possible?” 


“T don’t know!” Petra hissed. “I don’t know! But I’m just...1 am going to accept it. Accept that she 
believes she saw her Goddess. I am going to have her tell me about her people’s festivals and I will 
observe them with her. I am just, I am going to thank her goddess and ours for keeping her safe. 
She was...” Petra’s voice caught in her throat, and the sound of distress pulled Willa’s eyes to 
Petra. 


“Petra, it's...okay.” Willa assured her longtime friend as she grasped both of Petra’s shoulders. 


Petra’s eyes were filled with tears she wouldn’t let fall. “She was blue. Her lips were blue and she 
was so cold. If she had been out there any longer, if she had gotten lost...I...” Petra swallowed as 
she blinked and her tears fell. She turned her head away in shame at being so emotional. “If 
someone had found her. Taken her...” Petra’s eyes flashed and the sky rumbled outside even as the 
sky remained clear. 


Willa understood the rage that flashed behind Petra’s eyes, she felt it bubbling in the pit of her 
stomach. “It’s okay.” Willa squeezed Petra’s shoulders, her thumbs rubbing back and forth to offer 
as much comfort with as little contact as possible. “Tallulah is okay. She’s safe. And she’s home. ” 


Petra’s eyes shone with unshed tears, “What would I have done, Willa?” Her voice cut. “I... don’t 


know what I would have done. I, oh I love her so much already. She’s...” 


“She’s yours.” Willa smiled warmly at Petra as her own grip on the woman tightened. “She’s your 
daughter.” Willa whispered and those words broke Petra in a way nothing else had. “Tallulah Aalto 
is your daughter and you love her Petra, and that is a wonderful, beautiful thing.” She pulled the 
taller woman into her for a tight hug. 


A hug that Petra fell into, her shoulders shaking as she allowed herself to cry. Because Willa was 
right. It was a beautiful, wonderful thing. 


Tallulah, Tally, Aalto was a beautiful sweet compassionate child that Petra Bellweather loved with 
as much of her heart as she loved Abigail. And as scary as that was for her, it was also wonderful. 


Because it meant that Tally was home. Home with her family. 


End Chapter 3 


End Notes 
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